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INTRODUCTORY RHYMES. 



Different Attitudes in which Authors compose. — 
Bayes, Henry Stephens ^ Herodotus ^ etc, — IVrit- 
ing in Bed — in the Fields, — Plato and Sir 
Richard Blackmore. — Fiddling with Gloves and 
Twigs, — Madame de Stael. — Rhyming on the 
Road, in an old Caleche* 

What varioos attitudes, and ways. 

And tricks, we authors have in writing I 
While some write sitting, some, like Bates, 

Usually stand while they're inditing. 
Poets there are, who wear the floor out, 

Measuring a line at every stride ; 
While some, like Henry Stephens, pour out 

Rhymes by the dozen, while they ride. 



¥ 



* Pleraque saa carmina equitans composiiit.-«*/'ara('icm. 
Singular. 
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Herodotus wrote most in bed ; 

And RiCHERAND, a French physician, 
Declares the clock-work of the head 

Goes best in that reclined position. 
If you consult Montaigne*^ and Pliny on 
The subject^ 'tis their joint opinion 
That Thought its richest harvest yields 
Abroad, among the woods and fields ; 
That bards, who deal in small retail, 

At home may, at.their counters, stop ; 
But that the groye, the hill, the vale. 

Are Poesy's true wholesale shop. 

And truly I suspect they're right — 

For, many a time, on summer eyes, 
Just at that closing hour of light. 

When, like an eastern Prince, ^o leaves 
For distant war his Haram bowers, 
The Sun bids farewell to the flowers, 
Whose heads are sunk, whose tears are flowing 
llid all the glory of his going— 

* Mes pen8<$e8 dorment, si je les assis.— Moktaigni. 
Animus eorum qui in aperto aere ambulant, attollitar.- 
Flint. 
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Even / haye felt, beneath those beams, 
When wand'ring throngh the fields alone, 

Thoughts, fancies, intellectual gleams. 
That, far too bright to be my own, 

Seem'd lent me by the Sunny Power, 

That was abroad at that still hour. 

• 

If thus Vve felt, how must thej- feel. 

The few, whom genuine Genius warms. 
And stamps upon their soul his seal, 

Graven with Beauty's countless forms ;— 
The few upon this earth, who seem 
Bom to give truth to Plato's dream. 
Since in their souls, as in a glass. 

Shadows of things diyine appear*- 
Reflections of bright forms that pass 

Through fairer worlds beyond our sphere ! 

But this reminds me I digress ; — 

For Plato, too, produced, 'tis said 
(As one indeed might almost guess). 

His glorious visions all in bed.** 

* The only authority I know for imputing this practice to 
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Twas in his carriage the aublime 
Sir Richard Blackmore used to rhyme ; 

And (if the wits don't do him wronj^), 
Twixt death and epics pafis'd his time, 

Scribbling and killing all day long*— 
Like Phoebus in his car, at ease, 

Now warbling forth a lofty song, 
Now murdering the young Niobes. 

■ 

There was a hero 'mong the Danes, 
Who wrote, we're told, 'mid all the pains 

And horrors of exenteration. 
Nine charming odes, which, if you look. 

You'll find preserved, with a translation. 
By Bartholinus in his book.*^ 



Plato and Herodotas, is a Latin poem by M. de Valois on his 
Bed, in which he sajs : 

Lncifer Herodotum Tidit Vcsperqae cubantem, 
Deiedit totos heic Plato, saepe dies. 

* £4dem earft nee minores inter cruciatus animam in- 
felicem agenti fuir Asbiomo Pmdx Danico heroi, cum Brnso 
ipsom, intestina extrahens, immjiniter torqneret, tunc enim 
novem cannina cecinit, etc. — Bartholin, de causis cori" 
tempt, mort. 
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In short, 'twere endless to recite 

The various modes in which men write. 

Some wits are only in the mind 

When beaus and belles are round them prat- 
ing ; 
Some, when they dress for dinner, find 

Their muse and valet both in waiting, 
And manage, at the self-same time. 
To adjust a neckcloth and a rhyme. 

Some bards there are who cannot scrild>le 
Without a glove, to t^r or nibble, 
Or a small twig to whisk about-— 

As if the hidden founts of Fancy, 
Like those of water, were found out 

By mystic tricks of rhabdomancy. 
Such was the little feathery wand*^ 
That, held for ever in the hand 
Of her who won and wore the crown 

Of female genius in this age^ 
Seem'd the conductor, that drew down * * ' 

Those words of lightning on her page. 

* Made of paper, twisted up like a fan or feather. 

1. 
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As for myself — to come at last. 

To the odd way in which / write — 
Haying employed these few months past 

Chiefly in travelling, day and night, 
I've got into the easy mode, 
Tou see, of rhyming on the road — 
Making a way-bill of my pages. 
Counting my stanzas by my stages — 
^wixt lays and re-lays no time lost — 
In short, in two words, writing post. 
My verses, I suspect, not ill 
Resembling the crazed vehicle 
(An old calhchcy for which a villain 
Charged me some twenty Naps at Milan) 
In which I wrote them — ^patch'd-up things, 
On weak, but rather easy, springs. 
Jingling along, with little in 'em, 

And (where the road i« not so rough. 
Or deep, or lofty, as to spin 'em 

Down precipices) safe enough.-— 
Too ready to take fire, I own, 
And then^ too, nearest a break-down ; 
But, for my comfort, hung ^o low, 
I haven't, in falling, far to go.— 
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"With all this, Hght, and swift, and airy. 

And carrying (which is best of all) 
But little for the Doganieri* 

Of the Reviews to oyerhaol. 

* Gofltom-lioiue officen. 
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EXTRACT I. 

• Geneva. 

f^ieuf of the Itake of Geneva from the Jura,* — 
Anxious to reach it before the Sun went down, 
— Obliged W^pwoct^ an Foot^-^Al^s. — Mont 
Blane.'^Effect of*Ae Spmte^ " 

'TwAS late — the sun had almost shone 
His last and best, wlien I ran on, 
Anxious to reach that splendid Tiew 
Before the day-beams quite withdrew-; 
And feeling as all feel, on first 

Approaching scenes where, they are told, 
Such glories on their ^yes shall burst 

As youthful bards in dreams behold. 

■■ * ' 

♦ Between Vatiay and Gex. 
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For aught that earth, through all its range 
Of glories, offers in exchange ! 
'Twas all this, at the instant brought, 
Like breaking sunshine, o'er my thought — 
'Twas all this, kindled to a glow 

Of sacred zeal, which, could it shine 
Thus purely ever — man might grow, 

Even upon earth, a thing divine. 
And be once more the creature made 
To walk unstain'd th' Elysian shade ! 

No— never shall I lose the trace 

Of what I've felt in this bright place. 

And, should my spirit's hope grow weak, 

Should I^ oh God ! e'er doubt thy power, 
This mighty scene again 111 seek. 

At the same calni and glowing hour, 
And here, at the sublimest shrine 

That Nature ever rear'd to Thee, 
Rekindle all that hope divine, 

And feci my immortality ! 
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EXTRACT II. 

Venice. 

The Fall of Venice not to be lamented.'^Former 
Ghrjr. — Expedition against Constantinople.'^ 
Giustinianis, — Republic. — Characteristics of 
the old Goi^emment, — Golden Book, — Brazen 
Mouths. — Spies. — Dungeons. — Present Deso^ 
lation. 

Mourn not for Venice — let her rest 
In ruin, 'mong those States unbless'd, 
Beneath whose gilded hoofs of pride, 
Where'er they trampled, Freedom died. 
No— let us keep our tears for them, 

Where'er they pine, whose fall hath been 
Not from a blood-stain'd diadem, 

Like that which deck'd this ocean-queen. 
But from high daring in the cause 

Of human Eights-- the only good 
And blessed strife, in which man draws 

His powerful sword on land or flood. 
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Mourn not for Venice — though her fall 

Be awful, as if Ocean's wave 
Swept o'er her — she deserves it all. 

And Justice triumphs o'er her grave. 
Thus perish every King and State 

That run the guilty race she ran. 
Strong but in fear, and only great 

By outrage against God and man ! 

True, her high spirit is at rest, 

And all those days of glory gone. 
When the world's waters, east and west. 

Beneath her white-wing'd commerce shone ; 
When, with her countless barks she went - 

To meet the Orient Empire's might,*^ 
And the Giustinianis sent 

Their hundred heroes to that fight, f 

Vanish'd are ^11 her pomps, 'tis true. 
But mourn them not — for vanish'd, too 

* Under the Doge Michaeli, in IT71. 

i" *' La famille enti^re des Justiniani, Pnne des plna illns- 
tres de Veniae, youlnt marcher toiite emigre dana cette expe- 
dition ; eile foumit cent combattans ; c'^tait renouyeler Vex." 
cmple d'une illustre famille de Rome; le m^e malhenr lea 
attendait.** — Histoire de P^enise, par Darv. 
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(Thanks to that Power, who, soon or late. 
Hurls to the dust the guilty Great), 
Are all the outrage, falsehood, fraud, 

The chains, the rapine, and the blood, 
That fill'd each spot, at home, abroad. 

Where the Republic's standard stood! 

Desolate YEincE ! when I track 

Thy haughty course through centuries back,— 

Thy ruthless power, obey'd but cursed, — 

The stern machinery of thy State, 
Which hatred would, like steam, have burst, 

Had stronger fear not chill'd eyen hate > 
Thy perfidy, still worse than aught 
Thy own unblushing Sarpi*^ taught,-— 
Thy friendship, which, o'er all beneath 
Its shadow, rain'd down dews of death,— f 



* The celebrated Fra Paolo. The collection of mazimj 
which this bold-monk drew ap at the request of the Venetian 
Government, for the guidance of the Secret Inquisition of 
State, are so atrocious as to seem rather an OTer-charged 
satire upon despotism^ than a system of policy seriously in- 
culcated, and but too readily and constandy pursued. 

«|- Conduct of Venice towards her allies and dependendes# 
particularly to unfortunate Padua.— Fate of Francesco Car- 
rara, for which see Daeit, toI. ii. p. i4t. 
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Thy Oligarchy's Book of Gold^ 

Shut against humUe Virtue's aame,'^ 
But open'd wide for slaves who sold 

Their native land to thee and diame, — f 
Thy all-pervading host of spies, 

Watching o'er every glance and breath, 
Till men look'd in each other's eyes, 

To read their chance of life or death,— 
Thy laws, that made a mart of blood, 

And legalized th' assassin's knife,-^$ 
Thy sunless cells beneath the flood. 

And racks, and Leads '^^ that bum out life ; — 

"^ '* A Pexcepuon des trente citadins admis ao grand con- 
seil pendant la gnerre de Chiozzi, il n'est pas arriTd one senle 
fois que les taiens on les services aient para li cette noblesse 
orgeuilleuse des litres snffisans ponr s^asseoir avec elle."—- Daeu. 
i" Among those admitted to the hononr of being inscribed 
in the Lihro d*Oro were some families of Brescia, Treyiso, 
and other places, whose only claim to that distinction was 
the zeal with which they prostrated themselres and their 
country at the feet of the republic. 

J By the infamous statutes of the State Inquisition, not 
only was assassination recognized as a regular mode of pu- 
nishment, but this secret power over life was delegated to 
their minions at a distance, with nearly as much facility as a 
licence is giren under the game laws cf' England. The only 
restriction seems to hare been the necessity of applying for a 
new certificate, after erery indiridnal exercise of the power. 

** '* Les prisons des plombs; c'est-2i-dire ces foumaises 
ardentes qu^on arait distribnees en petites cellules sons les 
terrasses qui conrrent le palais.** 
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When I review all this, and see 

What thou art sunk and crush'd to now ; 
Elach harpy maxim, hatch'd by thee, 

Return'd to roost on thy own brow,— 
Thy Nobles, towering once aloft, 

Now sank in chains — in chains, that have 
Not even that borrowed grace, which oft 

The master's fame sheds o'er the slave. 
But are as mean as e'er were given 
To stiff-neck'd Pride by angry Heaven — 
I feel the moral vengeance sweet. 
And, smiling o'er the wreck, repeat — 
'^ Thus perish every King and State, 

** That tread the steps which Venice trod, 
'* Strong but in fear, and only great 

<< By outrage against man and God !" 
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EXTRACT ffl- 



— ^ B ' * s Memoirs, written by himself.'^ 
Reflections, when about to read them. 

Let me, a momen^ere with fear and hope 
Of gloomy, glorioas things, these leaves I ope — 
At onei in fairy tale, to whom the key 

Of some enchanter's secret halls is given, 
Doubts, while he enters, slowly, tremblingly, 

If be shall meet with shapes from hell or heaven — 
Let me, a moment, think what thousands live 
O'er the wide earth this instant^ who would give, 
Gladly, whole sleepless nights to bend the brow 
Of er these precious leaves, as I do now. 
How all who know — and where is he unknown ? 
To what far regjon have his songs not flown, 
Like PsAFR0if*8 birds,^ speaking their master's name. 
In every language syllabled by Fame ? — 

^ Pitphon, in order to attract the attention of the world, 
UDght muUitnde* of birds to speak his name, and then let 
thtm fly awty in Ttrious directions ; whence the proyerb, 
** Psaphonis afm.** 
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low all, whoVe felt the Tarions spells oombined 

nrithin the circle of that splendid mind. 

Like powers, derived from many a star^ and met 

Together in some wondrous amulet, 

iVould burn to know when first the Light awoke 

[n his young soul, — and if the gleams that broke 

Prom that Aurora of his genius, raised 

Ifore bliss or pain in those on whpii they bkzed — 

Would loTe to trace th' unfolding of that ^wer, 

Which hath grown ampler, grander, every hour ; 

knd feel, in watching o'er its first advance, 

As did th* Egyptian traveller,^ when he stood 
By the young Nile, and fathom'd with his lance 

The first small fountains of that mighty flood. 

rhey, too, who, 'mid the scornful thoughts that 
dwell 

In his rich fancy, tinging all its streams, 
ks if the Star of Bitterness, which fell 

On earth <tf old, and touched them with its beams, 
Can track a spirit, which, though driven to hate. 
From Nature's hands came kind, affectionate ; 

* Brao». 
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And itkkb, even now, struck as it is with bligbt, 
Gomes out, at times, in life's owa natiy# ligkfr-^ 
How gladly all, wbo've watch'd thesa ftvuggling 

rays 
Of a bright, ruin'd q»irit through his lays, 
Would here inquire, as from^his own fiwak lips, 

What desolating grief, what wnMig$ had drivtt 
That noble natuie into cold eclipse — 

Like some fair orb that, once a sun in Heaveit, 
And bom, not only to surprise, but cheer 
With warmth and lustre all within its sphere. 
Is nopr so quenchM, that, of its grandeur, lasts 
Nought but the wide cold shadow which it casts I 

Eventful volume ! whatsoe'er the change 

Of scene and clime-^th' adventures, bold and 

strange — 
The griefs — ^the frailties, but too frankly told — 
The loves, the feuds tby pageamay unfold, 
If Truth with half so prompt a hand unlocks 

His virtues as his failings— we shall find 
The record there of friendships, held like rocks. 

And enmities, like sun-touch'd snow, resigned-* 
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Of fealty, cherish'd without change or chill, 

In those who served him, young, and serve him ftiU — 

Of generous aid, given with that noiseless art 

Which wakes not pride, to many a wounded heart^^- 

Of acts— but, no — not from himself must aught 

Of the bright features of his life be sought. 

While they who court the world, like Milton's cloud,^ 

^^ Turn forth their silver lining" on the crowd. 

This gifted Being wraps himself in night, 

And, keeping all that softens, and adorns. 
And gilds his social' nature, hid from sight, 

Turns but its darkness on a world he scorns. 



♦ «< Did a sable cloud 

'* Tarn forth her silver lining on the night." 

Contitf. 



«;." 
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EXTRACT IV. 

Venice. 

The English to be met with every where,—' Alps 
and Threadneedle^street.-^-'Tlie Simplan and the 
Stocks. — Rage for travelling, — Blu&'Stockings 
among the TVahabees, — Parasols andPjrramids* 
— Mrs, Hopkins and the TVaU of China* 

And is there then no eartUy place 
Where we can rest, in dream ElysiaHy 

Without some carsed, round English face^ 
Popping up near, to break the vision? 

'Mid northern lakes, 'mid southern yines, 
Unholy cits we're doom'd to meet ; 

Nor highest Alps nor Apennines 
Are sacred from Threadneedle-street I 

If up the Simplon's path we wind, 
Fancying we leave this world behind. 
Such pleasant sounds salute one's ear 
As — " Baddish news from 'Change, my dear — 
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** The Fundsf— (phew, corse this ugly hill I) 
" Are lowering fast— (what ! higher still?)—- 
'^ And — (zooks, we're mounting up to Heaven I) — 
" Will soon be down to sixty-seven.** 

Go where we may — rest where we will, 

Eternal London haunts us^ still. 

The trash of Almack's or Fleet-Ditch — 

And scarce a pin's head difference which — 

Mixes, though even to Greece we run, 

With every rill from Helicon ! 

And, if this rage for travelling lasts, 

If Cockneys, of all sects and castes. 

Old maidens, aldermen, and squires, 

ff^ill leave their paddings and coal fires. 

To gape at things in foreign lands 

No soul among them understands-— 

If Blues desert their coteries, 

To show off 'mong the Wahabees — 

If neither sex nor age controls, 

Nor fear of Mamelukes forbids 
Young ladies, with pink parasols. 

To glide among the Pyramids — * 

* It was pink spencers, I believe, that the imagination of 
the French traTeller coi^oredinp. 
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Why, then, farewell all hope to find 
A spot that's free from London-kind ! 
Who knows, if to the West we roam, 
But we may find some Blue <* at home'* 

Among the Blacks of Carolina — 
Or, flying to the Eastward, see 
Some Mrs. Hopkins, taking tea 

And toast upon the Wall of China ! 



EXTRACT V. 

Florence. 

No — 'tis not the region where love's to be found — 
They have bosoms that sigh, they have glances that 
rove. 
They have language a Sappho's own lip might resound, 
When she warbled her best — but they've nothing like 
Love. 

Nor is it that sentiment only they want, 

Which Heaven for the pure and the tranquil hath 
made — 
Calm, wedded afTection, that home-rooted plant. 

Which sweetens seclusion, and smiles in the shade ; 
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That feeling, which, after long years are gone by, 
Remains like a portrait weVe sat for in youth, 

Where, even though the flush of the colours may fly, 
The features still live in their first smiling truth ; 

That union, where all that in Woman is kind. 
With all that in Man most ennoblingly towers. 

Grow wreathed into one — ^like the column, combined 
Of the strength of the shaft and the cx^iiaSfs flowers 

Of this — bear ye witness, ye wives, every where. 
By the Arno, the Po, by all Italy's streams — 

Of this heart-wedded love, so delicious to share. 
Not a husband hath even one glimpse in his dreams. 

But it is not this, only — born, full of the light 
Of a sun, from whose fount the luxuriant festoons 

Of tl\|ese beautiful valleys drink lustre so bright, 
That, beside him, our suns of the north are but moons I 

We might fancy, at least, like their climate they burn'd. 
And that Love, though unused , in this region of spring. 

To be thus to a tame Household Deity tum'd. 
Would yet be all soul, when abroad on the wing. 
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And there may' be, there are those expfesions of heart, 
Which bursty when the venses ha^e first caught the 
flame; 

Sudi fits of the Mood as those cUmates.imptft, 

Where Love is a sun-stroke that maddens the frame. 

But that Passion, which springs in the depth of the soul, 
'Whose beginnings are virginly pure as the source 

Of some mountainous rivulet, destined to roll 
As a torrent, ere long, losing peace in its course-— 

A course, to which Modesty's struggle but lends 
A more head-long descent, without chance of recal ; 

But which Modesty, even to the last edge attends. 
And, at length, throws a halo of tears round its fall! 

This exquisite Passion-^ay, exquisite, even 
in 'the niin hs madness too often hath made, 

At iit keeps, even then, <a bright trace of the heaven. 
The heaven of Virtue, from which it has stray'd — 

Thisentiieneis of iov«, fwhieh can- only be found 
Where Woman, like something that's holy, watch'd 
tover. 
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And fenced, from her ^Juldhood, with purity round, 
Conafes, body and soul, firedi as Spring, to a loyer ! 

Where not an eye answers, where not a hand presses, 
Till spirit with spirit in sympathy move ; 

And the Senses, asleq> in' their sacred -DBcesoes, 
Can only 'be reached through the Temple of Love ! 

This -perfection of Pas^on — how can it be found. 
Where the mysteries Nature hath hung round the 
tie 

By which souls are together attracted and bound. 
Are laid open, for eyer, to heart, ear, and eye — 

Where nought of those innocent doubts can exist, 
That'ignorance, eren than knowledge more bright, 

ITVhich circles the young, like the morn's sunny mist. 
And curtains thent round in their own native light — 

Where Experience leaves nothing for Love to reveal, 
'Qribr Fancy, in visions, to gleam o*er the thought, 

But theitruths which, ialone, we would die to conceal 
From the imaiden's young heart, are the only ones 
taught — 
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Oh no— 'tis not here, howsoever we're given, 
Whether purely to Hymen's one planet we pray, 

Or adore, like Sabaeans, each light of Love's heaven, 
Here is not the region to fix or to stray ; 

For, faithless in wedlock, in gaUantry gross, 
Without honour to guard, or reserve to restrain, 

What have they a husband can mourn as a loss? — 
JVhat have they a lover can prize as a gain ? 



EXTRACT VI- 

Rome. 

Reflections on reading De Cerceau^s Account of the 
Conspiracy of Rienzi, in i347. — The Meeting of 
the Conspirators on the Night of the igth of May. 
'-'Their Procession in the Morning to the Capitol. 
'^Rienzi's Speech. 

TwAS a proud moment— even to hear the words 
Of Truth and Freedom 'mid these temples breathed, 

And see, once more, the Forum shine with swords. 
In the Republic's sacred name unsheathed — 
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That glimpse, that vision of a brighter day 
For his dear Rome, must to a Roman be-— 

Short as it was— worth ages past away 
In the dull lapse of hopeless slavery. 

Twas on a night of May — ^beneath that moon 
Which had through many an age seen Time untune 
The strings of this Great Empire, till it fell 
From his rude hands, a broken, silent shell — 
The sound of the church clock y*^ near Adrian's Tomb, 
Summoned the warriors, who had risen for Rome, 
To meet unarm'd, with nought to watch them there 
But God's own Eye, and pass the night in prayer. 
Holy beginning of a holy cause. 
When heroes, girt for Freedom's combat, pause 
fiefore high Heaven, and, humble in their might, 
Gall down its blessing on that awful fight. 

At dawn, in arms, went forth the patriot band. 
And, as the breeze, fresh from the Tiber, fann'd 

* It is not easy to discover what church is meant hy Du 
Cerceaa here :— *' II fit crier dans les rues de Rome, k son de 
trompe, ^e chacun ett k se trouver, sans armes, la nuit du 
lendemain, dix-neuTiime, dans IVglise du chateau de Saint- 
Ange, an son de la cloche, afin de poonroir an Bqq Etat«*' 

a. 
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<< Would wear mme true magnificence than decks 

*^ Th' assembled thrones of all th' existing worlds 
'^ Rome, Rome alone, is haunted, stain'd, and cursed, 

" Through every spot her princely Tiber laves, 
<* By living human things — the deadliest, worst, 

'* This earth engenders — tyrants and their slaves ! 
** And we*— oh shame ! — ^we, who have ponder'd o'< 

'^ The patriot's lesson and the poet's lay ; 
'^ Have mounted up the streams of ancient lore, 

'^ Tracking our country's glories all the way — 
'^ Even we have tamely, basely kiss'd the ground 

'* Before that Papal Power, that Ghost of Her, 
** The World's Imperial Mistress— sitting, crown'd 

^^ And ghastly, on her mouldering sepulchre !f 



* The fine Canzone of Petrarch, beginning " Spirto gentil,*^ 
is supposed, by Voltaire and others, to have been addressed to 
Rienxi ; but there is much more evidence of its haying been 
written, as Ginguen^ asserts, to the young Stephen Colbnna, 
on his being created a Senator of Rome. That Petrarch, how- 
ever, was filled with high* and patriotic hopes by the first 
measures of this extraordinary man, appears from one of his 
letters, quoted by Du Cerceau, where he says : ** Pour tout 
dire, en un mot, f atteste, non comme lecteur, mais comme 
t^moin oculaire, qu'il nous a ramen<S la justice, la paix, la 
bonne foi, la s^curiu^, et tous les autres vestiges de Pdge d^or.^ 

•j" See Note. 
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*^ But this is past — too long have* lordly priests 

'^ And priestly lords led us, with all oar pride 
'* Withering about us — ^like devoted beasts, 

^* Dragg'd to the shrine, with faded garlands tied. 
^' Tis o'er — ^the dawn of our deliyerance breaks ! 
** Up front his sleep of centuries awaken 
*^ The Genius of the Old Republic, free 
^' As first he stood, in chainless majesty, 
^* And sends his voice through ages yet to come, 
*'* Proclaiming Rome, Rome, Rome, Eternal RomeT' 



EXTRACT Vn. 

Rome. 
Mary Magdalen, — Her Story. — Numerous Pic- 
tures of her. — Correggio, — Guido.-— 'Raphael, 
etc. — Canos^Js two exquisite Statues. — The So- 
mariva Magdalen. — Ch-ntr^*s Admiration of 
Canada's Works, 

No wonder ,^ UfART,. that thy story 
Touches all hearts — for there we see 

The soul's corruption and its glory, 
Its death and life, combined in thee. 
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From the first moment, when we find 

Thy spirit, haunted by a swarm 
Of dark desires, which had inshrined 

Themselves, like demons, in thy form. 
Till when, by touch of Heayen set free, 

Thou cam'st, with those bright locks of gold 
(So oft the gaze of BETHAirt), 

And, coTering in their precious fold 
Thy Saviour's feet, did9t shed such tears 
As paid, each drop, the sins of years !**^ 
Thence on, through all thy course of love 

To Him, thy Heavenly Master, — ^Him 
Whose bitter detfth«>cup from above 

Had yet this sweetening round the brim, 
That woman's faith and love stood taat 
And fearless hy him to the last I 
Till — blessfd n&word for truth like thine !— 

Thou wert, of all, thexhosen one, 
Before whose eyes that Face Divini^) 

When risen from the dead, first shone. 
That thoii mightst see 'how, like a cloud. 
Had pass'd away its Tnor tail shroud , 
And make that '^brigfa t Tcvealment known 
To hearts less trusting than thy own — 
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All is nficting, eheeringyigraad ; 

The kindlieist recoid «yer given, 
Even ander God's own kindly hand, 

Of what Repentance wins from Heafen ! 

No wonder, MiAYy that thy face, 

In all its touchingiUght'df tears, 
Should medt us in > each holy place,. 

Where Man before his iGoo.appeass, 
HopelcBs-— weiehe not taught .to isee 
All hope in Him, who pardon'dttfaee ! 
No wonder that ihe)painttei^s>skill 

Should oft <have itriumph'd iu' the ,power 
Of keeping theie mosit loyeliy stiU 

Throughout: thy ^acnrow'diiitterjestihpur*^ 
That soft GoBREfSoio diould diffuse 

His melting shadows round ithyfofrm ; 
That Gmnofs peileiutiearthlyihues 

Shoirid,tintpourtraying.lhee, grow waim ; 
That all — from the ideal, grand. 
Inimitable Roman 'hand, 
Down to the small, enamelling touch 
'Gf smofoth CAAEmo-^should delight 
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In picturing her who ^^ loved so much/' 
And was, in spite of ^n^ so bright ! 

But, Mart, 'mong the best essays 

Of Genius and of Art to raise 

A semblance of those weeping eyes— 

A vision, worthy of the sphere 
Thy faith has given thee in the skies, 

And in the hearts of all men here-— 
Not one hath equall'd, hath come nigh 

Ganoya's fancy ; oh, ndt one 
Hath made thee feel, and live, and die 

In tears away, as he hath done. 
In those bright images, more bright 
With true expression's breathing light 
Than ever yet beneath the sti*oke 
Of chisel into life awoke ! 
The one,*^ pourtraying what thou wert 

In thy first grief, while yet the flower 



^ This statae is one of the last works of CanoTa, and was 
not yet in marble when I left Rome. The other, which seems 
to prove, in contradiction to very high authority, that expres- 
sion, of the intensest kind, is folly within the sphere of scalp- 
tare, was executed many years ago, and is in the possession 
of the Count Somariva, at Paris. 



RHTMES OK TflE ROAD. 4* 

Of those young beauties was- ualiart 

fiy sorrow's slow consum»g power. 
And mingling earth's luxurious graoe 

With Heayen's subliming thoughts so well. 
We gazey-and know not in which place 

Such beauty most was form'd to dwell !— - 
Hie other, as thou look'dst when years 
Of fasting, penitence, and tears 
Had worn thee down — and ne'er did Art 

Wit& half sucL mental power express* 
The ruin which a breaking heart 

Spreads, by degrees, o'er loveliness ! 
Those wasted arms, that keep the tracie, 
Eyen now, of all their youthful gra^*-^ 
Those tresses, of thy charms tiie last 
Whose pride forsook thee, wildly cast — 
Those features, even in fading worth 

The fre^est smiles to others given. 
And those sunk eyes, that see not earth, 

B»t whose last looks are full of Heaven I 

Wofnderfid artist ! praise like mine — 



Though springing from a soul that feels 
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Deep worship of those works diyine. 

Where Genius all his light repeals-— 
Is little to the words that came 
Fromhiniy thy peer in art and buaie, 
Whom I have known, by day, by ni^t, 
Hang o'er thy marble with delight. 
And, while his lingering! hand would steal 

O'er every grace the taper^s rays,* 
Give thee, with all the generous zeal 
Such master^irits only feel, 
That best of fame — a riYal's praise I 



* Canova always shows his fine statae, the Venwe Vinci- 
trice, by the light of a small candle. 
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EXTRACT Vm. 

Les Ciiaimeues. 

Fish to the House where Rousseau lisfed with 
Madame de Warrens. -^Tlieir Manage. — Its 
'irassness^'^ Claude Anet, — Reverence with 
?hich the Spot is now idsited,^^ Absurdity of 
his bUnd Devotion to Fame, "'^Feelings excited 
Y the Beauty and Seclusion of the Scene, -^Dis" 
trbed by its Associations with Rousseau's His' 
iry, — Impostures of Men of Genius. ^-^TTieir 
^awer of mimicking all the best Feelings, Love, 
ndependence, etc, 

TRAifGE power of Genius, that can throw 
*'er all that's yicions, weak, and low, 
nch magic lights, such rainbow dyes, 
s dazzle ^eyen :tfae steadiest eyes ! 

bout a century since, or near, 
middle-aged Madame li^ved here, 
rith'Charaoter, even woise than most 
ich middle-aged Madames can boast. 
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Her footman was — to gloss it oyer 
^th tlie most gentle term — ^her lover ;. 
Nor ^t so jealous of tbe truth 

And charms of this impartial fiir. 
As to deny a pauper youth. 

Who join'd dieir snug minage^ his dlare. 
And there they lived, this precious, three, 

¥^th just as little sense or notion 
Of what the world calls decency, 

As hath the sea-calf in the ocean. 
And, doubdess, 'mong the grave, and good» 
And gentle of their neighbourhood,. 
If known at all, they were but known- 

As strange, low people, low and bad— * 
Madame, herself, to footmen prone, ' 

And her young pauper, all but mad. 
Who could have thought this very spot 

Would, one day, be a sort of shrine, 
Where — all its grosser taints forgot. 

Or gilt by Fancy till they shine — 
Pilgrims would meet, from many a shore. 
To trace each mouldering chamber o'er f 
Toung bards to dream of virtuous fame. 
Young maids to li^ De Warrens*^ name. 
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And mellower spinsters-— of an age 
Licensed to read Jean Jacques's page- 
To picture all those blissful hours 
He pass'd in these sequestered bowers. 

With his dear Maman and his flowers I 

Spinsters, who — if, from glowing heart 
Or erring head, some liying maid 

Had wandered even tlie thousandth part 
Of what this worthy Maman stray'd — 

Would bridle up their virtuous chins 

In horror at her sin of sins. 

And — could their chaste eyes kill with flashes — 

Frown the fair culprit into lushes ! 

Tis too absurd — 'tis weakness^ shame. 
This low prostration before Fame — 
This casting down, beneath the car 
Of Idols, whatsoe'er they are, 
Life's purest, holiest decencies. 
To be career*d o'er, as they please. 
No— let triumphant Genius have 
All that his loftiest wish can crave. 
If he be worshipp'd, let it be 
For attributes, his noblest, first-— 
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Not' with that' base idolaitryl 
Which saaetifieS' his last'aad worst. 

I may be cold — may want that gldwi 

Of high romance^ which bards^should k&on 

That holy homa^, which is felt 

In treading where the great have: dw^U*^ 

This reverence, whatsoe'er it be, 

I fear, I feel; I have itvoot^ 
For here, »l thi^^tilLhour^ to me^ 

The charms of this ddi^tfol' spot— «• 
Its calm seclusion from the throngs 

From all the heart would fain forget-** 
This narrow valley, and the song 

Of its smalt murmuring rivulet^ 
The flitting-to and fro* of birdsy 

Tranquil and tame as- they were .once 
In Eden, ere the startling words' 

Of man disturb'^' their orisens I— 
Those little, shadowy paths, that wind 
Up the hill side^ with £ruit*trees lined, 
And lighted only- by the breaks 
The gay wind in the foliage makea. 
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Or vistas here andthere, that ope 

Through weeping willows, like the snatches 
Of far-off scenes of light, which Hope, 

Even throi:^ the ^ade of madness, catckesl— 
All this, which^-'-coukl I once but lose 

The memory of those vulgar ties, 
Whose grossness all the heavenliest hues 

Of Genius can no more disguise 
Than the sun's beams can do away 
The filth of fens o'er which ; they play— 
This scene, which. would have fill*d my heart 

With thoughts of all that* happiest is — 
Of Love^ whare sdl hath onlypart, 

As echoing back another's bliss^- 
Of solitude, secure and sweet. 
Beneath whose shade the Virtues meet ; 
Which, while>it shelters^ never diiUs 

Our sympathies with- human: woe. 
But keeps them, like ) sequestered riUs, 

Purer and fresher in their flow*-^ 
Of happy- days, that share their beams 

'Twixt quiet. mirth £md wiseempioy^^ 
Of tranquil n^fhts, that give inidfeams 

The moonlight :of the morning's joy ! — 
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All this my heart could dwell on here. 

But for those hateful memories near, 

Those sordid truths, that cross the track 

Of each sweet thought, and drive them back 

Full into all the mire, and strife, 

And vanities of that man's life. 

Who, more than all that e'er have glow'd 

With Fancy's flame (and it was hisj 
If ever given to mortal) show'd 

What an impostor Genius is — 
How with that strong, mimetic art. 

Which is its life and soul, it takes 
All shapes of thought, all hues of heart. 

Nor feels, itself, one throb it wakes — 
How like a gem its light may smile 

O'er the dark path, by mortals trod. 
Itself as mean a worm, the while, 

As crawls along the sullying sod-^ 
What sensibility may fall 

From its false lip, what plans to bless, 
While home, friends, kindred, country, all. 

Lie waste beneath its selfishness — 
How, with the pencil hardly dry 

From colouring up such scenes of love 
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And beauty, as make young hearts sigh. 
And dream, and think through HeaTen they 
rove, 

They, who can thus describe and moye, 
The very workers of these charms, 

Nor seek, nor ask a Heaven, above 
Some Maman's or Theresa's arms ! 

How all, in short, that makes the boast 
Of their false tongues, they want the most ; 
And while, with Freedom on their lips. 

Sounding her timbrels, to set free 
This bright world,' labouring in th' eclipse 

Of priestcraft and of slavery, 
They may, themselves, be slaves as low 

As ever lord or patron made. 
To blossom in his smile, or grow. 

Like stunted brushwood, in his shade ! 

Out on the craft — ^I'd rather be 

One of those hinds that round me tread. 

With just enough of sense to see 

The noon-day sun that's o'er my head, 

VOL. VIII. 3 
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Than thu8| with high-bmlt genius cursed. 
That hath no heart for its foundation, 

Be all, at once, that's brightest— worst— 
Sublimes^-4neanest in creation ! 



NOTES. 



NOTB I. 



Thy perfidy y even wone than aught 
Thy €ywn unblushing Sakpi taught. 

Page 19, lines la, i3. 

Tbi spirit in which these nuoims of Father Paiii are 
written, may be sufficiently judged from the instructions 
which he gives for the Htanagemeat of the Yenetim 
colonies and provinces. Of the former he says :-»'* H 
faiit ks traiter comme des ammaux f£roces» les rogncr 
les dents, et les* grififes, les humilier souvent, surtont 
lenr 6ter les occasions de s^agocnrir. Du pain et le bd- 
ton, voUk ee qu'il lear faut ; gar^ons Thumanit^ poor une 
meflleure occasion.** 

For the treatment of the provinces he advises thus : — 
** Toidre k ddpouiller les villes de leurs priviUges, faire 
que les hahitans s^appanvrissent, et que lemrs biens soient 
achet^ par ks V^itiens. Geux qui, dans les conseils 
monicipauz, se montreront ou plus audacieux ou plus 
d^vou^ aux int^rSts de la population, il faut les perdre 
on ley gagner h quelque {hix que ce soit : enfin, s'U se 
troupe dans les provinces quelques chefs de parti, il 
faut les exterminer sous un priiexte quelconque, mats 
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en evitant de recourir d la justice ordinaire, Qu^ le 
poison Jasse Foffice du bourreau, cela est mains odieux 
et beaucoup plus profitable," 

Non a. 

By the infamous statutes of the State Inquisition, etc. 

Page ao, note 3. 

M. Daru has given an abstract of these Statutes, from 
a manusanpt in the Bibliotheque du Roi, and it is hardly 
credible that such a system of treachery and cruelty 
should ever have been established by any goyemment, 
or submitted to, for an instant, by any people. Among 
yarious precautions against the intrigues of their own 
nobles, we find the following : — " Pour persuader aux 
Strangers cpi'il ^tait difficile et dangereux d'entretenir 
quelque intrigue secrete ayec les nobles Ydnitiens, on 
imagina de faire ayertir mysterieusement le Nonce du 
Pape (afin que les autres ministres en fussent inform^) 
que inquisition ayait autoris^ les patriciens k poignarder 
quiconque essaierait de tenter leur fid^t^. Mais crai- 
gnant que les ambassadeurs ne pr^tassent foi difficilement 
k une d^lib^ation, qui en effet n'existait pas, Flnquisi- 
tion youlait prouyer qu'elle en ^tait capable. Elle or* 
donna des recherches pour d^couvrir s'il n'y ayait pas 
dans Yenise quelque exil^ au-dessus du commun, qui 
eut rompu son ban ; ensuite un des pati'iciens qui ^taient 
aux gages du tribunal, recut la mission d'assassiner ce 
malheureux, et Tordre de s'en yanter, en disant qu'il 
s^^tait porte a cet acte, parce que ce banni ^tait Tagent 
d'un ministre Stranger, et ayait cherche k le corrcMiir 
pre."' — ^^ Remarquons^"" adds M. Daru, '* que ceci nest 
pas une simple anecdote ; c*est une mission projetee., d4- 
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lib^ree^ ^crite d^avance ; line r^gle de conduite trac^e 
par des hommes graves, k leurs successeurs, et consign^ 
dans des statu ts.'* 

The cases, in which assassination is ordered by these 
statutes, are as follow :-^ 

'' Un ouyrier de Tarsenal, un chef de ce qu'on ap- 
pelle parmi les marins le menstrahce, passait-il au service 
d^une puissance ^trang^e, il fallait le faire assassiner, 
surtout si c'^tait un homme r^put^ brave et habile dans 
sa profession." — (Jrl. 3, des Statuts.) 

*' Avait-il commis quelque action qu'on ne jugeait pas 
4 propos de punir juridiquement, on devait le faire ein- 
poisonncr."— (-<^r/. i4. ) 

«< Un artisan passait-il 4 T^tranger en y exportant 
<{aelque proc^d^ de Tindustrie nationale : c*^tait encore 
im crime capital, que la loi inconnue ordonnait de punir 
parun assassinat." — {ArL a6.) 

The facility with which they got rid of their Duke 
of Bedfords, Lord Fitzwilliams, etc. was admirable ; it 
was thus : — 

*'*' Le patricien qui se permettait le moindre propos 
oontre le gouvemement, ^tait admon^t^ deux fois, et a 
la troisitoe noyd comme incorrigible," — {Art, Sg.) 

Note 3. 

Reflections on reading, etc. 

Page 3a, Extract VI. 

The '' Conjuration de Nicolas Gabrini, dit de Rienzi," 
by the Jesuit de Gerceau, is chiefly taken from the much 
more authentic work of Fortifiocca on the same subject. 
Rienzi was the son of a laundress. 
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^' LiCS gufntiwliwtim coujai^ portaicBt dcfut hn 
trois ^tendarts. Nicolas Gnallato, sumomiie le kon dh^ 
seuTj portait le premier, qn ^tait de co u lc uf rouge, el 
plus grand qoe les antres. On j mjait des carad^res 
d*or arec ane femiiie assise snr devx fioos, tenaat d'mie 
nam le globe do monde, et de rastre tote Pmbme pour 
repr^senter la Tille de Rome. (Tteit le Goafadon de la 
Uberld, Le second, 4 foods Uane, afec mi Si. Fral 
tenant de la droite une Ep^ wot et de la gaodie la oon- 
ronne de Justice, ^tait port^ par Etienne Ma^mmeda, 
notaire apostoliqae. Dans le troisifme, St. Pierre arat 
en main les clefs de la Concorde et de la Faiz. Tent 
oeia infinnait le dessein de Rienzi, qui ^tait de rteUir 
la liberty, la justice, et la paix.^ — ^Du GnciAu, lir. a. 

Nan 5. 

Thai Ghost of Her, 
The world^t Imperial MiUress. 

Page 36, lines 12, i3. 

This image is borrowed from Hobbes, whose words 
are, as near as I can recollect : — ** For what is the Pa- 
pacy, but the Ghost of the old Roman Empire, sitting 
crowned on the grave thereof ?" 
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DIFFERENT MEMBERS OF THE POGO-CURAiyrE 

SOaETY. 
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THE SYLPH'S BALL. 

A SiLPH, as gay as ever sported 
Her figure throagh the fields of air. 

By an old swarthy Gnome was courted. 
And, strange to say, he won the fiur. 

The annab of the oldest witch 
A pair so sorted could not show^- 

But how refuse ? — the Gnome was rich. 
The Rothschild of the world below ; 

And Sylphs, like other pretty creatures, 
Learn from their mammas to connder 

Love as an auctioneer of features. 
Who knocks theni down to the best bidder. 

3. 
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Home she was taken to his mine — 
A palace, paved witli diamonds all — 

And, proad as Lady Gnome to shine, 
Sent out ber tickets for a hall. 

The hwer world, of coarse, was there, 
And all the best ; but of the upper 

The sprinkling was bat shy and rare-^ 
A few old Sylphids who lored sapper. 

As none yet knew the wondroos lamp 
Of Dayt, that renown'd Aladdin, 

And the Gnome's balk exhaled a damp, 
Which accidents irom fire were bad in ; 



The chambers were supplied with light 
By many strange, bat safe devices i-* 

Large fire-flies, such as shine at night 
Among the Orient's flowers and spices ; 

Musical flint-milb'^-swifUy play'd 
By elfin hands^-^hat, flashing round. 

Like some bright glancing minsbrd maid, 
Gave out, al'once, both light and sound ; 
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Bologna-Stones, that drink the sun ; 

And water from that Indian sea, 
Whose wayes at night like wild-fire run, 

Cork'd up in crystal earefully. 

Glow-worms, that round the tiny dishes, 
Like little light-houses, were set up ; 

And pretty phosphorescent fishes, 
That by their own gay light were eat up. 

Itfong the few guests from Ether, came 
That wicked Sylph, whom Lore we call*^ 

My Lady knew him but by name, 
My. Lord, her husband, not at all. 

Some prudent Gnomes, ^tis said, apprized 
That he was coming, and, no doubt 

Alarmed about his torch, advised 
He should, by all means, be kept out. 

But others disapproved this plan. 

And, by his flame though somewhat frighted, 
Thought Love too much a gentleman, 

In such a dangerous place to light it. 



6o —I II I iifgops 

AiweTcr^ there he was — and dancing 
With the fiur Sjlph, li^ aft a 

Thmj look'd like two f omig svnheum^ 
At daybreak, dowK to eardi. together. 



And aU had gooe off &i£e and well. 

But for that piagoy torch— whose ligMy 

Thoogjfai not yet kindled, who conld tell 
How soon, how derili^y it might 7 

And so it chanced — which, in those d«rk 
And fiieless halls, was quite amaiing, 

Bid we not know how small a spark 
Can set the torch ol Lore a-Haiing, 

Whether it came, iriien dose entangled 
In Uie gay waits, firaMoa her hiight eyes. 

Or from the lucdolej that spangled 
Her locks df jel— is aU snrmise. 

Certain it is, th' edmeal girl 

Did drop a wfoAy at some odd taming, 
ytfiflBjUi, by the wahz's windy whirl, 
^p fimn'd op into actual bnming. 
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Oh for that lamp's metallic gauze— 

That curtain of protecting wire— 
Which Dayt delicately draws 

Aiound illicit, dangerous fire !— 

The wall he sets 'twixt flame and air 
(Like that which barr'd young Thisbe's bliss), 

Through whose small holes this dangerous pair 
May see each other but not kiss.*^ 

At first the torch look'd rather bluely — 
A sign, they say, that no good boded — 

Then quick the gas became unruly. 

And, crack ! the ball-room all exploded. 

Sylphs, Gnomes, and fiddlers, mix'd together, 
With all their aunts, sons, cousins, nieces. 

Like butterflies, in stormy weather. 

Were blown — ^legs, wings, and tails— to pieces ! 

While, 'mid these victims of the torch, 
The Sylph, alas ! too, bore her part — 

Parti<jae ded^re 



Oscnla qnitqae txas, non perrenientia contrk.---Ovn. 
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Found lying, with a liyid scorch^ 
As if from lightning, o'er her heart ! 



'* Well done!** a laughing goblin said, 
Escaping from this gaseous strife ; 

^^ 'Tis not thejirst time Love has made 
'^ A blow-up in connubial life.** 



REMONSTRANCE. 



After a coju^ersation with L — d J i?- 



in which he had intimated some idea of giving 
up all political pursuits. 

What ! thou^ with thy genius, thy youth, and thy name- 
Thou, bom of a Russell— whose instinct to run 

The accustom*d career of thy sires, is the same 
As the eaglet's, to soar with his eyes on the sun ! 

• 

Whose nobility comes to thee, stamped with a seal. 
Far, far more ennobling than monarch e'er set ; 

With the blood of thy race offer'd up for the weal 
Of a nation that swears by that martyrdom yet ! 
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Shalt thou be faint-hearted and turn from the strife, 
From the mighty arena where all that is grand, 

And devoted, and pure, and adorning in life, 
Is for high-thoughted spirits, like thine, to command? 

Oh no, never dream it — while good men despair 
Between tyrants and traitors, and timid men bow. 

Never think, for an instant, thy coantry can spare 
Such a light from her darkening horizon as thou ! 

With a spirit as meek as the gentlest of those 

Who in life's sunny valley lie sheltered and warm. 

Yet bold and heroic as ever yet rose 

To the top cliffs of Fortune, and breasted her storm ; 

With an ardour for liberty, fresh as, in youth. 
It first kindles the bard and gives life to his lyre ; 

Yet mellow'd, even now, by that mildness of truth 
Which tempers, but chills not, the patriot fire ; 

With an eloquence — not like those rills from a height. 
Which sparkle, and foam, and in vapour are o'er ; 

But a current that works out its way into light 

Through the filtering recesses of thought and of lore. 
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Thus giftedy thoa nerer canst sleep in the shade ; 

If the sturrings of genius, the music of fame, 
And the channs of thy cause haye not power to pe^ 
snade, 
Tet think how to freedom thoa'rt pledged by thy 
name. 

Like the boughs of that laurel, by Delphi's decree, 
Set apart for the fane and its service divine, 

All the branches that spring from the old Russell tree, 
Are by Liberty clairh'd for the use of her shrine. 



EPITAPH ON A LAWYER. 

Hebe lies a lawyer*-one whose mind 
(Like that of all the lawyer kind) 
Resembled, though so grave and stately. 
The pupil of a cat's eye greatly ; 
Which for the mousing deeds, transacted 

In holes and comers, is well fitted. 
But which, in sunshine, grows contracted. 

As if 'twould — rather not admit it ; 
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As i£, in short, a man would quite 
Throw time away, who tried to kt in a 

Decent portion of God's light 
On lawyer^s mind or pussy's retina. 

Hence, when he took to politics, 

As a refreshing change of eyil, 
Unfit with grand affairs to mix 
His little Nisi-Prius tricks, 

Like imps at bo-peep, play'd the devil ; 
And proved that when a small law wit 

Of statesmanship attempts the trial, 
Tis like a player on the kit 

Put all at once to a bass yiol. 

Nay, even when honest (which he could 
Be, now and then), still quibbling daily, 

He served his country as he would 
A client thief at the Old Bailey. 

But — do him justice — short and rare 
His wish through honest paths to roam ; 

Bom with a taste for the un&ir, . 

Where falsehood called, he still was there, 
And when least honest most at home. 
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Thus, shuffling, bullyiiigy lyingt cnqping, 
He wovk'd his way up Jiear the thiose. 

And, long before he took the keqping 
Of the king's eonscienee, lost his own. 



MY BIRTH-DAY. 

*< Mt birth-day !"— What a different soond 
That word had in my yottthfnl ears ! 

And how, each time the day comes round, 
Less and less white its mark appears ! 

When first our scanty years are told, 
It seems like pastimie to grow old ; 
And, as Youth counts the shining links 

That time around him binds so fast, 
Pleased with the task, he little thinks 

How hard that chain will press at last. 

Vain was the man, and false as yain. 
Who said*—" ifere he ordain*d to run 

* FoHTEHELLE. — " Si jc recommencais ma carri^y jc fen 
tont ce que j'ai fait." 



MISCELLANEOUS lOElIS. &J 

" His long career of life again, 

'' He would do all that he &u/ done.**— 
Ah ! 'tis not thus the yoice that dwells 

In sober birth-days q)eaks to me ; 
Far otherwise — of time it teOs 

Lavished unwisely, carelessly — 
Of counsel mock'd— -of talents, made 

Haply for high and pure designs. 
But oft, like Israel's incense, laid 

Upon unholy, earthly shrines-— 
Of nursing many a wrong desire- 

Of wandering after Love too far, 
And taking every meteor fire 

That cross'd my path-way for his star ! 
All this it tells, and, could I trace 

Th' imperfect picture o'er again. 
With power to add, retouch, efface 

The lights and shades, the joy and pain. 
How little of the past would stay ! 
How quickly all should melt away — 
All — ^but that freedom of the mind 

Which hath been more than wealth to me ; 
Those friendships, in my boyhood twined, 

And kept till now unchangingly ; 



68 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

And that dear home, that saving ark. 

Where Love's true light at kst I Ve found, 

Cheering within, when all grows dark. 
And comfortless, and stormy round ! 



\ 

p 



FANCY. 

The more I've view'd this world, the more I've found 

That, fiird as 'tis with scenes and creatures rare, 
Fancy commands, within her own bright round, 

A world of scenes and creatures far more fair. 
Nor is it that her power can call up there 

A single charm that 's not from Nature won. 
No more than rainbows, in their pride, can wear 

A single tint unborrow'd from the sun — 
But 'tis the mental medium it shines through. 
That lends to Beauty all its charm and hue ; 
As the same light, that o'er the level lake 

One dull monotony of lustre flings. 
Will, entering in the rounded rain-drop, make 

Colours as §ay as those on angels' wings I 
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LOVE AND HYMEN. 

Love had a fever— ne'er could close 
His little eyes till day was breaking ; 

And whimsical enough , Heaven knows, 
The things he raved about while waking. 

To let him pine so were a sin — 
One to whom all the world 's a debtor—: 

So Doctor Hymen was call'd in, 

And Love that night slept rather better. 

Next day the case gave further hope yet, 
Though still some ugly fever latent ; — 

^' Dose, as before*' — a gentle opiate, 
For which old Hymen has a patent. 

After a month of daily call. 

So fast the dose went on restoring, 

That Love, who first ne'er slept at all. 

Now took, the rogue I to downright snoring. 
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TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 

Sweet Sirmio ! thou, the very eye 

Of all peamsalas and isles 
That in our lakes of silver lie, 

Or steep, enwreathed by Neptune's smiles, 

How gladly back to thee I fly ! 

Still doubting, asking can it be 
That I have left Bithynia's sky, 

And gaze in safety upon thee ? 

Oh ! what is hapfMer than to find 
Our hearts at ease, oar perils past ; 

When, anxious long, the lightened mind 
Lays down its load of care at last ? — 

When, tired with toil on land and deep, 
Again we tread the welcome floor 

Of our own home, and sink to sleep 
On the long-wish'd-for bed once more ? 

This, this it is, that pays alone 
The ills of all life's former track — 
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Shine out, my beautiful, my own 
Sweet Sirmio— greet thy matter back. 

And thou, fair Lake, whose water quaflb 
The light of Heayen, like Lydia's sea. 

Rejoice, rejoice — ^let all that laughs 
Abroad, at home, laugh out for me ! 



TO MT MOTHER. 
Written in a Pocket-'Book, 1822. 

Thet tell us of an Indian tree 

Which, howsoever the sun and sky 
May tempt its boughs to wander free, 

And shoot, and blossom, wide and high. 
Far better loves to bend its arms 

Downward again to that dear earth 
From which the life, that fills and warms 

Its grateful being, first had birth. 

'Tis thus, though woo'd by flattering friends, 
And fed with fame (^fame it be) 

This heart, my own dear mother, bends, 
With loye's true instinct, back to thee ! 



72 MISCELLANEOUS FOEMS. 

ILLUSTRATION OF A BORE. 

Ip ever yoa We seen a gay party, 

Relieyed from the pressure of Ned — 
How instantly joyous and hearty 

They *ve grown when the damper was fled- 
Tou may guess what a gay piece of work, 

What delight to champagne it must be, 
To get rid of its bore of a cork, 

And come sparkling to you, love, and me ! 



A SPECULATION. 

Of all speculations the market holds forth. 
The best that I know for a lover of pelf 

Is, to buy ♦**♦♦* up, at the price he is worth. 
And then sell him at that which he sets on him- 
• self. 
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SCEPTICISM. 

£fi£ Psyche drank the cap that shed 

Immortal life into her sonl, 
Some eril spirit pour'd, 'tis said. 

One drop of Doubt into the bowl— 

Which, mingling darkly with the stream, 
To Psyche's lips — she knew not why — 

Blade even that blessed nectar seem 
As though its sweetness soon would die. 

Ofty in the very arms of Love, 

A chill came o'er her heart — ^a fear 

That Death would, even yet, remove 
Her spirit firom that happy sphere. 

*^ Those sunny linglets," she exdaim'd, 
Twining them round her snowy fingers— 

'* That forehead, where a light, unnamed, 
*' Unknown on earth, for ever ling 



*' Those lips, through which I feel the breath 
" Of Heaven itself, whene'er they sever — 
VOL. vm. 4 
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^^ Oh ! are they mine, beyond all death — 
^' My own, hereafter amd for ever ? 



(( 



Smile not*^ know that stairy brow, 
'* Those ringlets and brif^t lips of 
*' Will always shine as they do now*^ 
'' But shaU Ihyetosee them shine?" 

In vain did Love say, ^^ Turn thine eyes 
<< On all titfit sparkles round thee hete^ 

^^ Thou 'rt BOW in Heaven, where nothing dies, 
'* And in these mrms 'what ciuisi thoa fear?'' 

In vain — ^the fatal drop, that stole 
Into that cap's inamortid treasure, 

Had lodged its bitt^ near her socQi 
And gave a tinge to eva^ pleasniw. 

And, though there <ie*er was raptore ^vem 
Like Pnydie's with that ladiant boy « 

Hert is the only lace in Heaven 
That wearsa doad amid its joy. 
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FROM THE FRENGIL 

Of all the men one meets about. 
There 's none like Jace— be '9 every wheve : 

At church — park — aucti9n-^4inner-**rout — 
Go where and when you wiU^ he's there. 

Try the West End, be *s at your back- 
Meets you^ like Eurus, in the East*— 

You're call'd upon for " How do. Jack.?" 
One hundred times a-day at least. 

A friend of his one evening said^ 
As home he took his pensive way, 

«« Upon my soul, I fear Jack's dead-— 
'< I Ve seen him but three times to-day !" 



I HAVE a story of two lovers, fiU'd 

With all the pure romance, the blissful sadness, 
And the sad, doubtful bliss, fthat ever thriU'd 

Two young and longing hearts in that sweet 
madness; 
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But wbere to choose the locale of my yision 

In this wide, vulgar world — what real spot 
Can be found out, sufficiently elysian 

For two such perfect lovers, I know not. 
Oh, for some fair Formosa, such as he, 
The young Jew,*^ fabled of, in the Indian Sea, 
By nothing but its name of Beauty known. 
And which Queen Fancy might make all her own, 
Her fairy kingdom — take its people, lands, 
And tenements into her own bright hands. 
And make, at least, one earthly comer fit 
For Love to live in^pure and exquisite ! 



A JOKE, VERSIFIED. 

<< Gome, come," said Tom's father, '^ at your time of life 
<^ There 's no longer excuse for thus playing the rake- 

<< It is time you should think, boy, of taking a wife/ - 
" Why, so it is, father, — ^whose wife shall I take?" 



% 



''^ Psalmanazar. 
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ON 



Li&B a snuffers, this loving old dame. 
By a destiny, grievous enough, 

Though so oft she has snapp'd at the flame, 
Hath never caught more than the snuff. 



FRAGMENT OF A CHARACTER. 

Here lies Factotum Ned at last : 
Long as he breathed the vital air, 

Nothing throughout all Europe pass'd 
In which he had n't some small share. 

Whoe'er was i>i, whoe'er was out — 
Whatever statesmen did or said — 

If not exactly brought about, 

Was all, at least, contrived by Ned. 

With Nap if Russia went to war, 
'Twas owing, under Providence, 

To certain hints Ned gave the Czar*- 
{F'ide his pamphlet— price sixpence). 
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If France was beat at Waterloo — 

As all, but Frenchmen, think she was — 

To Ned, as Wellington well knew. 
Was owing half that day's applause. 

Then, for his news — no envoy's bag 
E'er pass'd so many secrets through it — 

Scarcely a telegraph could wag 

Its wooden finger but Ned knew it. 

Such tales he had of foreign plots, 

With foreign names, one's ear to buzz in- 

From Russia, chefs and ofs in lots, 
From Poland owskis by the dozen. 

When George, alarm'd for England's creed, 
Tum'd out the last Whig ministry, 

And men ask'd — ^who advised the deed ? 
Ned modettly confess'd 'twas he. 

For, though by some unlucky miss 
He had not downright seen the King, 

He sent such hints through Viscount This^ 
To Marquis Thaty as cleneh'd the thing. 
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The same it was in acience, arlSy 
The drama, booka, MS. and printed-— 

Kean learn'd from Ned his cleverest parts, 
And Scottfs last work by him was hinted. 

Ghilde Harold iu the prooft he read, 
And, here and there, infused some soul in 't — 

Nay, Davy's lamp, till seen by Ned, 
Had— odd enoof^lw-a dangerous bole in *t. 

Twas thus, all-doing and all-knowing, 
Wit, statesman, boxor, chemist, singer. 

Whatever was the best pie going, 
In that Ned-<-trast him^^had his finger. 



COUNTRY-DANCE AND QOADRILLE. 

One night, the njmph calVd Couvtry-Dance* 
Whom folks, of late, have used so ill, 

Preferring a coquette from France, 

k mindng thing, Mamselle Quadiille««- 



8o 

HftTing been diated bom. LondoB down 
To tiuit last, kumUest kaont oi all 

Sbe used to grace — a coontry town — 
Wentfauling to the new-jear^s balL 

^* Here, here, at least," she cried, '* though driven 
** From London's gay and shining tracks— 

'^ Thongli, like a Peri cast firom Heaven, 
*' I 've lost, for ever lost Almack'j 



«< Hioiii^ not a London Miss alive 

^* Would now for her acquaintance own me ; 
'* And spinsters, even, of forty-five, 

'* Upon their honours ne'er have known me : 

*^ Here, here, at least, I triumph still, 
^^ And — spite of some few dandy lancers, 

^* Who vainly try to preach Quadrille — 
*^ See nought but irue-^fluc countrj-dancers. 

^* Here still I reign, and, fresh in charms, 
^* My throne, like Magna Gharta, raise, 

^ liffong sturdy, free-bom legs and arms, 

'' That scorn the threatened tJuOne Anglaise.** 
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'Twas thus she said, as, 'mid the din 

Of footmen, and the town sedan, 
She lighted at the King's-Head Inn, 

And up the stairs triumphant ran. 

The squires and their sqoiresses all, 
With young squirinas, just come out, 

And my lord's daughters from the Hall 
(Quadrillers, in their hearts, no doubt), 

Already, as she tripp'd up stairs. 

She in the cloak-room saw assembling-— 

When, hark I some new, outlandish airs, 
From the first fiddle, set her trembling. 

She stops — she listens — c€ai it be ? 

Alas, in vain her ears would 'scape it — 
It is " Di tanti palpiti," 

As plain as English bow can scrape it. 

^' Courage !" howeyer— in she goes, 
With her best, sweeping country grace ; 

When, ah too true, her worst of foes, 
QuADULLEy ihete meets her, face to face. 

4. 
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Oh for the lyre, or ytolttiy 

Or kit of that gay Mtise, Terpsichore, 
To sing the rage these nymphs wtte in, 

Their loolis and language, airs and trickery! 

There stood QtrxDRiLLE, with cat-like face 
(The beau idSai of French beauty), 

A band-box thing, all art and lace 
Down from her nose-^p to her shoe«-tie. 

Her flounces, fresh from f^ictorine--^ 
From Hi^poiytCj her rouge and hair— 

Her poetry, from Xjomartine-^ 
Her morals from^^the Lord knows where. 

V 

And, when she danced-^so didingly. 
So near the ground she plied her art. 

You'd swear her mother-earth and she 
Had made a compact ne'^er to part. 

Her face the while, demvnre, sedate. 
No signs of life or motion showing, 

Like a bright pendale's dial^plate*^ 
So still, you'd hardly think 'twas ffo^n^. 



mscELLAimotm fosus. 83 

Fall fronting her stood Countrt-Dancb—- 

A fresh, frank nymph, whom you would know 

For English, at a single glance-— 
English all o'er, from top to toe. 

A little gaudhej 'tis fair to own, 

And rather given to skips and bounces ; 

Endangering thereby many a gown, 
And playing oft the devil with flounees. 

Unlike Mamselle—wbo would prefer 

(As morally a lesser ill) 
A thousand flaws in character, 

To one vile rumple of a frill. 

No rouge did she erf Albion wear ; • 
Let her but run that two4ieat racie 

She calls a Set — not Dian e'er 
Game rosier from the woodland chase. 

And such the nymph, whose soul had in *t 
Such anger now — ^whose eyes of blue 

( Eyes of that bright, victorious tint 
Which Enf^h maids call '^fFatcrhcr) 
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Like summer lightnings, in the dusk 
Of a wann evening, flashing broke, 

While— to the tune of " Money Musk," ♦ 
Which struck up now — she proudly spoke :— 

'* Heard you that. strain — that joyous strain? 

** Twas such as England loved to hear, 
'* Ere thou, and all thy frippery train, 

'* Corrupted both her foot and ear — 

*' Ere Waltz, that rake from foreign lands, 
^' Presumed, in sight of all beholders, 

^* To lay his rude, licentious hands 

<< On virtuous English backs and shoulders — 

'' Ere times and morals both grew bad, 
** And, yet unfleeced by funding blockheads, 

<^ Happy John Bull not only had, 
*' But danced to, ' Money in both pockets*' f 



" Alas, the change! — oh, ! 

« Where is the land could 'scape disasters, 

* An old Enf^sh conntry-dance. 

f Another old Engliih conntry-dance. 
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" With such a Foreign Secretary, 
'^ Aided by foreign dancing-masters ? 

'* Woe to ye, men of ships and shops, 
'^ Rulers of day-books and of waves I 

'^ QoadriU'd, on one side, into fops, 
'* And drill'd, on t' other, into slayes ! 

'' Ye, too, ye loyely victims! seen, 
*' Like pigeons truss*d for exhibition, 

" With elbows A la crapaudincj 

^' And feet in — God knows what position. 

<< Hemm'd in by watchful chaperons j 
*^ Inspectors of your airs and graces, 

<« Who intercept all signal tones, 
*' And read all telegraphic faces. 

** Unable with the youth adored, 

** In that grim cordon of mammas^ 
^* To interchange one loving word. 

Though whispered but in queue^de^hats. 



u 



<* Ah, did you know how bless'd we ranged, 
t« Ere vile QuADanxB usurp'd the fiddle— 
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'' What looks in setting were exchanged, 
<« What tender words in down the middle! 



^' How many a couple, like the wind, 
'^ Which nothing in its coarse controls, 

'^ Left time and chaperons £sir behind, 
^' And gave a loose to legs and souls ! 

'^ How matrimony throye— ere stopp'd 
'' By this cold, nlent, fooi-«oquetting— 

'* How charmingly one's partner popp'd 
'' Th' important cptestion in poussette^ingl 

^' While now, alas, no sly advances*** 
*^ No marriage hints^*all goes on badly: 

'' Twixt Parson Malthus and French dances, 
'' We girls are at a discount sadly. 

'^ Sir William Scott (now Baron Stowell) 
'' Declares not half so much is made 

^^ By licences — ^and Ae must know well*- 
^* Since yile Quadrilling spoil'd the trade.** 

She ceased-^tears Ml from every M iss^^ 
tduid loach'd the Irne 
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One such authentic fact as this, 
Is worth whole volumes theovHic. 

Instant the cry was ** CouiiTiiT«-DANCBr' 
And the maid saw, with brightening face. 

The steward of the night adTance, 
And lead her to her birih-ri|^t place. 

The fiddles, which awhile had ceased, 
Now tuned again their summons sweet, 

And, for one happy night, at least, 
Old England's triamph was oompkte. 



SONG 
FOR THE PO€(M:iIRAiniE SOCIETY/ 

To those we love we 've drank to-night ; 

But now attend, and stare not. 
While I the ampler list recite 

Of those for whom — we care not. 



* This song has been made a present of, hy the Society, to 
Mr. Power, 34, Strand. • 
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For royal men, howe'er they frown. 
If on their fronts they bear i|ot 

That noblest gem that decks a crown — 
The People's Love— we care not. 

For slavish men who bend beneath 
A despot yoke, and dare not 

Pronounce the will, whose very breath 
Would rend its links — we care not* 

For priestly men who covet sway 

And wealth, though they declare not ; 

. Who point, like finger-posts, the way 
They never go — we care not. 

For martial men who on their sword, 
Howe'er it conquers, wear not 

The pledges of a soldier's word. 
Redeemed and pure — we care not* 

For legal men who plead for wrong. 
And, though to lies they swear not. 

Are not more honest than the throng 
Of those who do^^we care not. 



/ 
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For courtly men who feed upon 

The land like grubs^ and spare not 
The smallest leaf where they can sun 

Their reptile limbs— ^i^e care not. 

For wealthy men who keep their mines 

In darkness hid, and share not 
The paltry ore with him who pines 

In honest want— vi^e care not. 

For prudent men who keep the power 

Of Love aloof, and bare not 
Their hearts in any gnardless hour 

To Beauty's shaft-^fiv care not. 

For secret men who, round the bowl 

In friendship's circle, tear not 
The doady curtain from their soul. 

But draw it dose-^fve care not. 

For all, in short, on land and sea. 

In court and camp, who are not. 
Who never were, nor e'er will be 

Good men and true— 4f e care not^ 



90 



GENIUS AHB GRITIGISM. 



Scripdi €fmABm iita, md aeqiiitv. — Siveca. 



Of old, the Saltan Genius ragnV 
As Nature meant — snpiemey alone ; 

With mind michecik'd, and hands onchain'd. 
His yiews, his conquests weie his own. 



But power like his, that digs its grave 
With its own sceptre, could not last : 

So Genius' self hecame the siave 
Of laws that Genius' self had pass'd. 

As Jove, who forged the chain of Fate, 
Was, ever after, doom'd to wear it ; 

His nods, his struf^es, all too late — 
" Qui semel fussiif semper partt.^ 

To check young Genius' proud career, 
The slaves, who now his throne invaded. 

Made Criticism his Prime Vizir, 

And from that hour his glories faded. 
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Tied down in Legislation's school. 

Afraid of even Ins own ambilMHiy 
His very vicUmes wore by ruk, 

And he was grait but by permission. 

His most heroic d e eds t he same 
That dazzled, when spontaneoos actkms — 

Now, done by law, seem'd cold and tame, 
And shorn of all their first attractions. 

If he but stirred to take the air, 

Instant the Yizii^s Council sat— 
" Good Lord ! your Hi|^ness can't go there— 

" Bless us ! your Highness can't do that." * 

If, loving pomp, he chose to buy 

Rich jewels for his diadem-^ 
*' The taste was bad«**the price was high-^ 

" A flower were ampler than a gem.* 

To please them if he took to flowers — 
'< What trifling, what unmeaning things! 

^^ Fit for a woman's toilette hours, 
'' But not at aU the style for Rin^." 
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If, fond of his domestic ^heve. 
He play'd no more the ramMing eomet — 

'' A doll, good sort of man, 'twas dear, 
^* Bat, as for great or braye — Heut from it." 

Did he then look o'er distant oceans, 

For realms more worthy to enthrone him 7 — 

*^ Saint Aristotle, what wild notions ! 
" Serve a * Ne exeat regno* on him/' 

At length — their last and worst to do — 
They round him placed a guard of watchmen— 

Reviewers, knaves in brown, or blue 

Tum'd up with yellow— chiefly Scotchmen—- 

To dog his footsteps all about. 

Like those in Longwood's prison-grounds. 
Who at Napoleon's heels rode out 

For fear the Conqueror should break bounds. 

Oh, for some champion of his power, 

Some uUra spirit, to set finee. 
As erst in Shal^espeare*s sovereign hour, 

J^l'^^kriacs of his royalty I— 
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To vindicate his ancient line^ 

The first, the true, the only one 
Of Right eternal and divine 

That rules beneath the blessed sun !— 

To crush the rebek, that would cloud 
His triumphs with restraint or blame. 

And, honouring even his faults, aloud 
Re-echo ** Vive le Roil quand mSmc *' 



FABLES 



FOR 



THE ***'*' *>f.jf*jf*jf4^ 



FABLE I. 

THE DISSOLUTION OF THE HOLT ALLIANCE. 

A Dream* 

I 'vE had a dream that bodes no good 
Unto the Holy Brotherhood. 
Imay be wrong, but I confess — 

As £ar as it is right or lawful 
For one, no conjuror, to guess — 

It seems to me extremely awful. 

Methought, upon the Neva's flood . 
A beautiful Ice Palace stood ; 

TOL. ym. 5 
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4 dome of frost-ifork, on the plan 
Of that once built by Empress Anne,"^ 
. Which shone by moonlight — as the tale 
Like ah aurora borealis^ 



In this said palace — furnish 'd all 

And lighted as the best on land 
I dream'd there was a splendid ball, 

Given by the Emperor Alexander, 
To entertain, with all due zeal, 

Those holy gentlemen who Ve shown a 
Regard so kind for Europe's weal, 

At Troppau, Laybach, and Verona. 

The thought was happy, and designed 
To hint how thus the human mind 
May — like the stream imprisoned there — 
Be check'd and chiird till it can biear 
The heaviest Kings, that ode or sotinet . 
E'er yet be-praised, to dance upon it. 



* ** It 18 well koown tbat the Empress Anne built a palace 
of ice, on the Kera, in vj^, which was fifty-two feet in 
length, and when illuminated had a surprisinn effect,^— Pii* 
■.laTOV. 
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And all were pleased, and oold, and ttatdy. 

Shivering in grand illamination — 
Admired the saperstructme greatly, 

Nor gave one thought to the foundatioa. 
Much too the Czar himself exulted, 

To all plebeian fears a stranger, 
As Madame Krudener, when consulted, 

Had pledged her word there was no danger. 
So, on he caper'd, fearless quite, 

Thinldng himself extremely clever, 
And waltz'4 away with all his might, 

As if the frost would last for ever. 

Just fancy bow a bard like me, 

Who reverence monarchs, must have trembled y 
To see that goodly company 

At such a ticklish sport assembled. 

Nor were the fears, that thus astounded 

My loyal soul, at all unfounded ; 

For, lo ! ere long, those walls so massy 

Were seized with an ill-pmen'd dripping, 
And o'er the floors, now growing glassy. 

Their Holinesses took to slipping. 
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The Czar, half through a Polonaise, 

G>ald scarce get on for downright stumbling, 

And Prussia, though to slippery ways 
So used, was cursedly near tumbling. 

Tet still 'twas \vho could stamp the floor most, 
Russia and Austria 'mong the foremost. 
And now, to an Italian air. 

This precious brace would hand in hand go ; 
Now— ^while old *****♦, from his chair^ 
Intreated them his toes to spare-r 

Gall'd loudly out for a fandango. 

And a fandango, 'faith, they had, 

At which they all set to like mad — 

Never were Kings (though small th' expense is 

Of wit among their Excellencies) 

So 4>ut of all their princely senses. 

But, ah ! that dance — that Spanish dance — 
Scarce was the luckless strain begun. 

When, glaring red — as 't were a glance 
Shot from an angry southern sun — 
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A light through all the chambers flamed^ 

Astonishing old Father Frost, 
Who, bursting into tears, exclaim'd, 

" A thaw, by Jove ! — we're lost, we're lost I 

" Run, F 1 a second TVaterloo 

" Is come to drown you — saw^e quipeut!^ 

Why, why will monarehs caper So 

In palaces without foundations ? 
Instantly all was in a flow : 

Crowns, fiddles, sceptres, decorations ; 
Those royal arms, that looVd so nice. 
Cut out in the resplendent ice ; 
Those eagles, handsomely provided 

With double heads for double dealings- 
How fast the globes and sceptres glided 

Out of their claws on all the ceilings ! 
Proud Prussia's double bird of prey. 
Tame as a spatch-cock, sl^nk away ; 
While — just like France herself, when she 

Proclaims how great her naval skill ii 
Poor *♦♦*♦*» drowninQ fleurs'^e^l/'s 

Imagined themselves tva/er-lilies. 
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And not alone rooms, ceiKftgs, shelves, 

But — still more fatal execution— 
The Great Legitimates themselves 

Seem'd in a state of dissolution. 
Th' indignant Czar — when just about 

To issue a sublime Ukase — 
" Whereas, all light must be kept out**— 

Dissolved to nothing in its blaze. 
Next Prussia took his turn to melt. 
And, while his lips illustrious felt . 
The influence of this southern air, 

Some word like *^ Constitution,'' long 
CongeaVd in frosty silence there, 

Came slowly thawing from his tongue. 
While ****♦*, lap^ng by degrees, 

And sighing out a faint adieu 
To truffles, salmis, toasted cheese, 
And smoking fonduSf quickly grew 

Himself into Sifondu too y — 
Or, like that goodly King they make 
Of sugair^ for a twelfth-night cake. 
When in some urchin's mouth, ahs. 
It melts into a shapeless mass ! 



n 



In short, 'I scarce could coant a minute 
Ere the bright dome, and all within it — 
Rings, Fiddlers, Emperors — ^all were gone ! 

And nothing now was seen or heard 
But the bright river, rushing on, 

Happy as an enfranchised bird, 
And prouder of that natural ray. 

Shining along itschainless way— 
More proudly happy thus to glide 

In ample grandeur to the sea. 
Than when in sparkling fetters tied. 
And deck'd with all that kingly pride 

Gould bring to light its datery ! 

Such is my dream-*-and, I confess, 

I tremble at its awfolness. 

That Spanish dance — that southern beam — 

But I say nothing — ^there 's my dreann— 

And Madame Rrudener, the she»prophet. 

May make just what she pleases of it. 
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FABLE n. 

THE LOOKING-GLASSES. 

Proem, 

• 

Where Kings have been by mob-elections 

Raised to the throne, 'tis strange to see 
What different and what odd perfections 

Men have required in royalty. 
Some, liking monarchs large and plumpy. 

Have chosen their Sovereigns by the weight ; 
Some wish'd them tall ; some thought your dumpy 

Dutch-built the true Legitimate.*^ 
The Easterns, in a Prince, 'tis said. 
Prefer what *s call'd a jolter-head ; f 
Th' Egyptians were n't at all particlar, 

So that their Kings had not red hair — 
This fault not even the greatest stickler 

For the blood-royal well could bear. 



''" The Goths had a law to choose always a short, thidt 
man for their King. — Munstee, Cosmog, lib. iii. p. 164* 
' -I* '* In a Prince, a jolter-head is inyalaable.^ — Onental 
Field Sporu. 
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A thousand more such illustrations 
Might be adduced from wious nations ; 
But, 'mong the many tales they tell us, 

Touching th' acquired or natural right 
Which some men have to rule their fellows, 

There *8 one which I shall here recite :— - 



Fable. 

There was a land — to name the place 
Is neither now my wish nor duty— 

Where reign'd a certain royal race, 
By right of their superior beauty. 

• 

What was the cut legitimate 

Of these great persons* chins and noses, ' 
By right of which they ruled the state, 

No history I have seen discloses. 

. •' 

But so it was-^a settled case— - 

Seine act of Parliament, pass'd snugly, 

Had TOted them a beauteous race, 
And all their faithftil subjects u^ly. 

5. 
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As rank, indeed, stood high or low, 
Some chaise it ma'de in visual oi^^ans ; 

Your Peers were decent^-Knights, so s<>— 
But all yoor common peof^, goi^ns ! 

Of course, if any knave but hinted 
That the King's nose was tum'd awry. 

Or that the Queen (God save us!) squinted— 
The judges doom'd that knave to die. 

But rarely things like this occurred i 
The peojde to their King were duteous, 

And took it, on his royal word. 
That they were frights and he was beauteous. 

The cause whereof, among all classes, 
Was simply this : — these island elves 

Had never yet seen looking-gksses, 
And, therefore, did not know themselves. 

Sometimes, indeed, their neighbours' faces 
Might strike them as niore full of reason, 
More fresh than those in certain places — 

»rd ! the very thought was treason I 



y^' 
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Besides, however we love our neighboory 
And take his face's part, 'tis known 

We never half so earnest labour. 

As when the face attacked 's our own. 

So, on they went— 'the crowd believing 
(As crowds well governed always do) ; 

Their rulers, too, themselves deceiving — 
So old the joke they thought it true. 

But jokes, we know, if they too fax go, 
Must have an end ; and so, one day. 

Upon that coast there was a cargo 
Of looking-glasses c^t away. 

'Twas said, sou^ Radicals, somewhere, 
Had laid their wicked heads together, 

And forced that ship to founder there*-* 
While some believe it was the weather. 

However this might be, the freight 
Was landed without fees or duties ; 

And, from that hour, historians date 
The dowu&l of the race of beauties. 
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The looking-gUsses got about, 

And grew so common through the land, 
That scarce a tinker could walk out 

' Without a mirror in his hand. 

Comparing faces, morning, noon, 

And night, their constant occupation— 

By dint of looking-glasses, soon 
They grew a most reflecting nation. 

In vain the Court, aware of errors 
In all the old, established mazards, 

Prohibited the use of mirrors. 

And tried to break them at all hazards : 

In yain-"their laws might just as well 
Have been waste paper on the shelves ; 

That fatal freight had broke the spell ; 
People had look'd — and knew themselves. 

If chance a Duke, of birth sublime, 
Presumed upon his ancient face 

(Some calf-head, ugly from all time), 
They popped a mirror to his Grace — 




FAS&ES. 109 

Just hinting, by that gentle sign, 

How little Nature holds it true. 
That what is called an ancient line 

Must be the line of Beauty too. 

From Dukes' they pass'd to regal phizzes, 
Compared them proudly with their own, 

And cried, *' How could sach monstrous quizzes 
** In Beauty's name usurp the throne ?"— - 

They then wrote essays, pamphlets, books. 

Upon cosmetical economy. 
Which made the King try yarious looks,' 

But none improved his physiogkiomy^ 

And satires at the Court they levelUd, 
And small lampoons, so full of slynesses, 

That soon, in short, they quite be-«deyil'd 
Their Majesties and Royal Highnesses. 

At length — but here I drop the veil. 
To spare some loyal folks' sensations : 

Besides, what follows is the tale 
Of all such late-enlighten'd nations ; 
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Of all to whom old Time discloses 
A tmth they should haye sooner known— 

That Rings haye neither rights nor noses 
A whit diyiner than their own. 



FABLE m. 

1HE FLT AND TBS BULLOOL. 

Proem. 

Of all that, to the sage's survey, 

This world presents of topsy-turyey, 

There 's nought so much disturbs his patience 

As little minds in lofty stations. 

Tis like that sort of painful wonder 

Which slight and pigmy columns, under 

Enormous arches, give beholders ; 
Or those poor Caryatides, 
Gondemn'd to smile and staiid at ease. 

With a whole house upon their shoulders. 

If, as in some few royal eases, 

Small minds are bom into such places— 
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If they are there, by Right Dirine, 

Or any such mftcieDt reason, 
Why — ^Heaven forbid we should lepiiie !-*- 

To wish it otherwise were treason ; 
Nay, even to see it in a vision, 
Would be what lawyers call misprisicn. 

Sir RoBEBT FiLMBH say5— and he. 

Of course, knew all about the matter-^ 
^' Both men and beasts love monarchy/' 

Which proves how rational— the latter. 
Sidney, indeed, we know, had quite 
A different notion from the knight ; 
Nay, hints a King may lose bis head 

By slipping awkwardly his bridle : 
But this is Jacobin, ill-bred, 
And (now-a-days, when Kings are led 

In patent snaffles) downrigjit idle. 

No, no — it is n't fooli^ Kings 
(Those fix'd, inevitable things — 
Bores paramount, by right of birth) 
That move my wrath, but your pretenders, 



112 FABLES. 

Your mushrooia rulers, sons of -earth, 
Who, not like t' others, crown'd offenders 

(Regular grcuid Dei blockheads, 

Bom with three kingdoms in their pockets). 

Nor leaving, on the scale of mind. 

These royal Zeros far behind, 

Tet, with a brass that nothing stops, 
Push up into the loftiest stations. 

And, though too dull to manage shops,. 
Presume, the dolts, to manage nations ! 

This class it is that moves my gall. 
And stirs up spleen, and bile, and all. 
While other senseless things appear 
To know the limits of their sphere — 
While not a cow on earth romances 
So much as to conceit she dances — 
While the most jumping frog we know of. 
Would scarce at Astley's hope to show off — 
Your ****s, your ****s dare. 

Pigmy as are their minds, to set them 
To anj' business, anjr where. 

At any time that fools will let them. 
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But leave we here these upstart things— 
My business is, just qow, with Kings ; 
To whom, and to their right-line glory, 
I dedicate the following story : — 

Fable. 

The wise men of Egypt were secret as dummies ; 

And, eyen when they most condescended to teach. 
They pacVd up their meaning, as they did their mum- 
mies, 

In so many wrappers, 'twas out of one's reach. 



They were abo, good people, much given to Kings 
Fond of monarchs and crocodiles, monkeys and mys- 
tery, 

Bats, hierophants, blue-bottle flies, and such things-^ 
As will partly appear in this very short history. 

A Scythian philosopher (nephew, they say. 
To that other great traveller, young Anacharsis) 

Stepped into a temple at Memphis one day. 
To have a short peep at their mystical farces. 
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He WKW a IndL blae-iiollk Fly cm an altar,^ 
Hade modi of, aad woEdiipp'd as something diyine; 

WUk a lu^e, kaadsone Bollock, led there in a halter, 
Before it lay stifab'd at &e Coot of the shrine. 

Sijaiitd at such doings, he whispered his teacher— 
^ If tb n't in^eitinent, may I ask why 

*^ SiMNdd a BaDock, that nsefid and powerful creatuiei 
«< Be tli«s offiv'd up to a Une4M>ttle Fly?" 

^* No wonder," said t'other, ^' you stare at the sight, 
*' Bat we as a symbol of monarchy yiew it : 
That Fly on the shrine is Legitimate Right, 
«< And that Bollock the People that 's sacrificed to it." 



* Aooording to JElian, it wo in the island of Leacadia thej 
practised this ceremonj^d-puv fi*9f Ttus /»«i«(/f . — De Ani" 
mmL lib. ii. cap. 8. 



<c 
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FABLE IV. 

CHURCH AITD STAI^. 

Proem. 

" The moment anj religion becomes national, or establiihed, 
iu pnrity must certainly be lost, because it is then im- 
possible to kebp it unconnected with men^s interests; 
and, if connected, it must ineyitably be perrerted by 
them.'* — SoAME Jeittns. 

Thus did Soame Jentns — ^though a Tory, 
A Lord of Trade and the Plantations-^ 

Feel how Religion's simple glory 
Is stain'd by State associations. 

When Catherute, after murdering Poles^ 

Appeal'd to the benign Divinity^ 
Then cat them up in protocols, 
Made fractions of their very souls — ^ 

All in the name of the blessed Trinity ; 
Or when her grandson , Alexander, 
That mighty northern salamander, 

* Am9$^ demirameif etc. 
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Whose icy touch, felt all about, 
Puts every fire of Freedom out — 
When he, too, winds up his Ukases 
With God and the Panagia's praises — 
When he, of royal saints the type, 

In holy water dips the spunge. 
With which, at one imperial wipe, 

He would all human rights expunge ! 
When ****** (whom, as King and eater, 

« 

Some name ***-****, and some *** ******^ 
Calls down ^^ Saint Louis' God" to witness 
The right, humanity, and fitness 
Of sending eighty thousand Solons — 

Sages with muskets and laced coats — 
To cram instruction, nolens volens^ 

Down the poor struggling Spaniards' throats- 
I can 't help thinking (though to Kings 

I must, of course, like other men^ bow) 
That when a Ghiistian monarch brings 
Religion's name to gloss these things — 

Such blasphemy out-Benbows Benbow ! 

Or — not so far for facts to roam, 
Haying a few much nearer home— 
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When we see churchmen, who, if ask'd, 
*^Most Ireland's slaves be tithed and taskM, 
" And driven, like negroes or Croats, 

^* That j-ou may roll in wealth and bliss ?" 
Look from beneath their shovel hats 

With all due pomp, and answer *^ Test'' 
But then, if question'd '' Shall the brand 
'' Intolerance flings throughout that land, 
'' Betwixt her palaces and hovels, 

^' Suffering nor peace nor love to grow, 
*' Be ever quench'd?" — from the same shovels 

Look grandly forth, and answer *^ No !'' — 
Alas, alas ! have these a claim 
To merciful Religion's name ? 

If more you want, go, see a bevy 
Of bowing parsons at a levee 
(Choosing your time, when straw 's before 
Some apoplectic bishop's door) : 
There, if thou can'st with life escape 
That sweep of lawn, that press of crape, 
Just watch their rev'rences and graces^ 
Should'ring their way on, at all risks. 
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And say — if those round, ample faces 
To Heayen or earth most torn their disks? 

This, this it is— Religion, made, 
Twixt Church and State, a truck, a trade — 
This most iU-match*d, unholy Co., 
From whence the ills we witness flow — 
The war of many creeds with one — 
Th' extremes of too much (aith, and none— 
The qualms, the fumes of sect and soqptie, 
Aad all that Reason, grown dyspeptic 
By swallowing forced or noidous creeds, 
From downright indigestion breeds ; 
Till, 'twixt old bigotry and new, 
'Twixt Blasphemy and Cant — the two 
Rank ills with which this age is cursed — 
We can no more tell 'which is worst. 
Than erst could Egypt, when so rich 
In various plagues, determine which 
She thought most pestilent and yile— - 
Her frogs, like Benbow and Carlile, 
Croaking their natiye mud-notes loud, 
Or her fat locusts, like a-doud 
Of pluralists, obesely lowering, 

benighting and devouring ! 




FABLES. 1 19 

Tliis — ^this it is — and here I pray 

Those sapient wits of the ReriewSi 
Who make ns poor, dull aathors say, 

Not what we mean, but what they diooie ; 
Who to our most abundant shares 
Of nonsense add still more of theirs, 
And are to poets just such evils 

As caterpillars find those flies * 
That, not content to sting like derils. 

Lay ^gs upon their backs likewise-— 
To guard against such foul deposits 

Of others' meanings in my rhymes 
(A thing more needful here because it 's 

A subject ticklish in these times), 
I here to all such wits make known,. 

Monthly and weekly. Whig and Tory, 
'Tis this Religion — this alone — 

i aim at in the following story 1 — 

* *' The greatest ikunber d the ichneoBioii tribe are leen 
settling upon the back of the caterpillar, an4 darting at di£» 
ferent intervals their stings into its body-^-at every dart chej 
depose an egg.** — Goldsmith. 
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Fable. 



When Royalty was young and bold, 
Ere, touch'd by Time, he had become — 

If 'tis not civil to say old-^ 

At least, a ci-devant jeune homme. 

One erening, on'son^e wild pursuit. 
Driving along, he chanced to see 

Religion, passing by on foot, * 
And took him in his uis-drvis. 

This said Religion was a friar. 
The humblest and the best of men. 

Who ne'er had notion or desire 
Of riding in a coach till then. 

" I say" — quoth Royalty, who rather 
Enjoy'd a masquerading joke — 

'^ I isay, suppose, my good old father, 
'^ You lend me, for a while, your cloak.* 

The friar consented — little knew 

What tricks the youth had in his head ; 
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Besides, was rather tempted, too, 
By a laced coat he got in stead. 

Away ran Royalty, slap-dash. 

Scampering like mad about the town ; 

Broke windows — shivered lamps to smash. 
And knock'd whole scores of watchmen down. 

While noaght could they, whose heads were 
broke, 

Learn of the *' why" or the " wherefore," 
Except that 'twas Religion's cloak 

The gentleman, who crack'd them, wore. 

Meanwhile, the friar, whose head was turn'd 
By the laced coat, grew frisky too — 

Look'd big — his former habits spurn'd^ — 
And storm'd about as great men do — 

Dealt much in pompous oaths and curses — 
Said '* Damn you," often, or as bad — 

Laid claim to other people's purses — 
In short, grew either knave or mad. 

VOL. VIII. 6 
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As work like this was unbefitting, 
And flesh and blood no longer bore it, 

The Court of Common Sense then sitting. 
Summoned the culprits both before it. 

Where, after holurs in wrangling spent 
(As courts must wranf^ to decide well), 

Religion to St. Luke's was sent. 

And Royalty pack'd off to Bridewell : 

With this proviso— Should they be 
Restored in due time to their senses. 

They both must give security, 
In future, against such offences — 

Religion ne'er to lend his cloak. 
Seeing what dreadful work it leads to ; 

And Royalty to crack his joke- 
But not to crack poor people's heads, too. 



FABLE V. 

THE LITTLfi GiUND LAMA. 

Proem. 

Novella, a young BolognesCy 

The danghter of a leam'd law doctor,^ 
Who had with all the subtleties 

Of old and modern jurists stocked her, 
Was so exceeding fair, 'tis said. 

And oyer hearts held such dominion, 
That when her fiither, «ck in bed, 
Or busy, sent her, in his stead, 

To lecture on the Code Justinian, 
She had a curtain drawn before her. 

Lest, if her charms were seen, the students 
Should let their young eyes wander o'er her, 

And quite forget their jurisprudence, f 



^ Andreas. 

t Qaand il ^toit occape d'aocoiie auoine, U enToyoit Ro- 
Y«Ue, aa fiUe, en mm. liea lire anz eschoks en charge, et, afin 
que la biante d*elle n*emp^hAt la peni^ det oyams, elle 
vnAx nne petite ooortine decant eUe.— Cheist. de Hte, Cite 
de$ DameSf p. if . chap. 36. 
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Just SO it is with Truth — when seen, 
Too fair and bright — 'tis from behind 

A light, thin allegoric screen, 
She thus can safest teach mankind. 

Fable, 

In Thibet once there reign'd, we 're told, 

A little Lama, one year old-^ 

Raised to the throne, that realm to bless, 

Just when his little Holiness 

Had cut — as near as can be reckon'd — 

Some say \\\s first tooth, some his second, 

Chronologers and nurses vary, 

Which proves historians should be wary. , 

We only know th' important truth-^ 

His Majesty had cut a tooth. "^ 

And much his subjects were enchanted, 
As well all Lamas' subjects may be, 

* See Tdrwer's Embassy to Thibet, for an account of 
interview wit(^ the Lama. — *' Teshoo Lama (he says) wa 
this time eighteen months old. Though he was unabl< 
speak a word, he made the most expressive signs, and c 
ducted himself with astonishing dignity and decorum. ** 
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And would have given their heads, if wanted, 

To make tee-totiims for the baby. 
As he was there by Right Divine 

(What lawyers call Jure Dmno, 
Meaning a right to yours, and mine, 

And every body's goods and rhino) — 
Of course, his faithful subjects' purses 

Were ready with their aids and succours — 
I^othing was seen but pensioned nurses. 

And the land groan'd with bibs and tuckers. 

Oh ! had there been a Hume or Bennet 

Then sitting in the Thibet Senate, 

Te Gods, what room for long debates 

Upon the Nursery Estimates ! 

What cutting down of 8waddling--clothes 

And pin-A-'foreS) in nightly battles ! 
What calls for papers to expose 

The waste of sugar-plums and rattles ! 
But no— if Thibet had M. Ps. , 
They were far better bred than these ; 
Nor gave the slightest opposition^ 
During the Monarch's whole dentition. 
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Bat short thiscilm; for, jvsl wfam he 
Hftd reach'd th'akrawg age of thiee, 
Wlien foyal natures— and, no doubt, 
Those rf all noMe b easts bte akontt 
The Lama, who tUI then was quiet, 
Show'd spiqiloaM of a taste for riot ; 
And, ripe for mischief, early, bte, 
^thont vqpid for Chorch or State, 
Made firee with whosoe'er eame nigh — 

Tweak'd the Lord GhanceDcw by the nose, 
Tam'd all the Judges' wigs awry. 

And trod ott the old Generals* toes — 
Pelted the Bishops with hot bans. 

Rode cock-horse on the City maces, 
And shot, from little derilish gam. 

Hard peas into his snbyecti^ fSMCS. 
In short, sach wiAedpianks heplay'd, 

And grew so mischievoas (God Uess him !) 
That his chief Norse— thoof^ with the aid 
Of an Archbishop— was afraid, • 

When in these moods, to comb or dress him; 
And eren the persons most inclined 

For Kings, through thick and thin, to stickle, 
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Thought him (if they'd bat qptak their nikul, 
Which they did not) an odiow pickle. 

At length, some potiiot lords-«««a breed 

Of animak they hare in Thibet, 
Extremdy rate, and fit, indeed, 

For folks like Pidcoek to exhibit-^ 
Some patriot lorda^ seeiag the length 
To which things went, eomlmed their strength, 
And penn'd a manly, plain and iiee 
Remonstrance to the lYursery ; 
In which, protesting that they yielded 

To none, that erer went before 'em. 
In loyalty to him who wielded 

Th' hereditary pap-qNX>n o'er 'em<w- 
That, as for treason, 'twas a thing 

That made them almeet sick to think of*^ 
That they and theirs stood by the King, 

Throughout his measles and his chin-cough, 
When others, thinking him consumptiye. 
Had ratted to the Heir Presumptiye !«» 
But, still — though much admiring Kings 
(And chiefly those in leading-^strings)-^ 
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They saw, with shame and grief of soal. 

There was no longer now the wise 
And constitutional control 

Of birch before their ruler's eyes ; 
Bat that, of latej such pranks, and tricks, 

And freaks occurr'd the whole day long. 
As all, but men with bishopricks, 

Allow'd, in even a King, were wrong — 
Wherefore it was they humbly pray'd 

That Honourable Nursery, 
That such reforms be henceforth made, 

As all good men desired to see ; — 
In other words (lest they might seem 
Too tedious) as the gentlest scheme 
For putting all such pranks to rest, 

And in its bud the mischief nipping— - 
They ventured humbly to suggest 

His Majesty should have a whipping ! 

When this was read— no Congreve rocket, 
Discharged into the Gallic trenches. 

E'er equall'd the tremendous shock it 
Produced upon the Nursery Benches. 
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The Bishops, who of coarse had votes ^ 

By right of age and petticoats, 

Were first and foremost in the fuss — 

" What, whip a Lama ! — Suffer birch 

To touch his sacred infamous ! 

Deistical I — assailing thus 

The fundamentals of the Church ! 
No — no — such patriot plans as these 
(So help them Heaven — and their sees !) 
They held to be rank blasphemies." 

The alarm thus given, by these and other 

Grave ladies of the Nursery side, 
Spread through the land, till, such a pother. 

Such party squabbles, far and wide. 
Never in history's page had been 
Recorded, as were then between 
The Whippers and Non-whippers seen. 
Till, thiugs arriving at a state 

Which gave some fears of revolution, 
The patriot lords' advice, though late, 

Was put at last in execution. 
The Parliament of Thibet met— 

6. 



i3« 

ne Klde L^ cA'd WfeK it, 
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«^ liks a kcio 1m» it. 
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FABLE YI. 



Though soUiefsare die tnK sup f o i t s. 
The Baton! alHes of GcNurU, 
Woe to the Monaidi who depends 
Too much on his red«oaled finends ; 
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For even soldiers sometiiiies think**- 
Nay, ColonekhaTe been known to rea$0H,'^ 

And reasonerSy whether cUd in pink, 

Or red, or bhie, are on the brink 
(Nine cases out of ten) of treason. 

Not many soldiers, I beliere^ are 

As fond of liberty as Mina; 
Else — woe to Kings, when Freedom's ferer 

Once turns into a Scarleima ! 
For then — but hold— 'tis best to veil 
My meaning in the following tale:-— 

Fable. 

A lord of Persia, rich and great, 
Just come into a large estate. 
Was shock'd to find he had, for neighbours, 
Close to his gate, some rascal Ghebers, 
Whose fires, beneath his rery nose 
In heretic combustion rose. 
But lords of Persia can, no doubt, 
Do what they will—so, one fine morning, 
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He tam'd the rascal Ghebers out, 

First giving a few kicks for warning* 
Then, thanking Heaven most piously^ 

He knock'd their temple to the ground, 
Blessing himself for joy to see 

Such Pagan ruins strew'd around. 
But much it vex'd my lord to find. 

That, while all else obey'd his will. 
The fire these Ghebers left behind— 

Do what he would — kept burning still. 
Fiercely he storm'd, as if his frown 
Gould scare the bright insurgent down ; 
But, no — ^such fires are headstrong things. 
And care not much for lords or kings. 
Scarce could his lordship well contrive 

The flashes in one place to smother, 
Before — hey, presto— all alive,. 

They sprung up freshly in another. 

At length when, spite of prayers and damns, 
Twas found the sturdy flame defied him. 

His stewards came, with low salams, 
Ofiering, by contract, to provide him 
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Some large Extinguishers (a plan 
Much used, they said, at Ispahan^ 
Vienna, Petersburgh — in Aort, 
Wherever light 's forbid at court) — 
Bfachines no lord should be without, 
Which would, at once, put promptly out 
Fires of all kinds— from staring stark 
Volcanos to the tiniest spark — 
Till all things slept as dull and dark 
As, in a great lord's neighbourhood, 
Twas right and fitting all things should. 

Accordingly, some large supplies 
Of these Extinguishers were furnished 

(All of the true, imperial size). 

And there, in rows, stood black and burnish'd, 

Ready, where'er a gleam but shone 

Of light or fire, to be clapped on. 

fiut, ah ! how lordly wisdom errs, 
In trusting to extinguishers ! 
Oae day, when he had left all sure 
(At least believed so), dark, secure — 
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The flame, at all its exits, entries, 

Obstmcted to his hearths content. 
And black extingaisheis, like sentries, 

Placed upon erery dangerous Tent-^ 
Ye Gods! imagine his atnaae. 

His wrath, his rage, when, on returning, 
He found not only the old blase. 

Brisk as before, crackling and burning-^ 
Not only new, young conflagrations. 
Popping up round in yarious stations*^ 
But, still more awful, strange, and dire, 
Th* Extinguishers themselres on fire ! I* 
They, they — ^those trusty, blind machines 

Wis lordship had so long been praising. 
As,' under Providence, the means 

Of keeping down all lawless Mazing, 
Were now themselyes-^-alas, too tme 
The shameful (act«*-tiim'd blazers too, 
And, by a change as odd as cruel. 
Instead of dampers, served for ftiel I 

* The idea of this &ble was caught from one of tfaocc 
brilliant mots whi<^ abonnd in the eonverMtion of my friend, 
the author of the L^Uerf to ./W/i'a—a production which ooo^ 
taint some of the happiest specimens of playfiil poetry that 
ha^ a]^peaied in this or any age. 
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Thus, of his only hope bereft, 

^ *' What/' said the great man, *^ must be done 2*^ 
All that^ in scrapes like this, is left 

To great men is— to cut and run. 
So run he did ; while to their grounds 

The banish!d Ghebers bless'd retum'd : 
And, though their fire had broke its bounds, 

And all abroad now wildly bum'd. 
Yet well could they, who loved the flame, 
Its wandering, its excess reclaim ; 
And soon another^ fairer dome 
Arose to be its sacred home, 
Where, cherished, guarded, not confined. 
The living glory dwelt inshrined, 
And, shedding lustre, strong but even^ 
Though bom of earth, grew worthy Heaven. 

MoraL 

The moral hence my Muse infers 
b— that such lords are simple elves. 

In trusting to extinguishers 
That are combustible themselves. 



/^ 
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IRISH MELODIES. 

No. IX. 

SWEET INNISFALUBN. 



Ani.-«7^ CapUimtmg Voutk. 



I. 

Sweet Innisfalleni fare thee well, 
Ifay calm and sunshine long be thine ! 

How fair thou art let others tell, 
While but to feel how fair is mine ! 

n. 

Sweet Innisfallen, (are thee well, 
And long may light around thee smile, 

As soft as on that erening fell 
When first I saw thy fairy isle ! 
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ffl. 

Thou wert too lovely then for one 
Who had to turn to paths of care--^ 

Who had through vulgar crovrds to run, 
And leave thee bright and siUnt there : 

rv. 

No more along thy shores to come, 
But on the world's dim ocean tost, 

Dream of thee sometimes as a home 
Of sunshine he had seen and lost ! 

V, 

Far better in thy weeping hours 
To part from thee, as I do now, 

When mist is o'er thy blooming bowers^ 
Like Sorrow's veil on Beauty's brow. 

VI. 

For, though unrivall'd still thy grace. 
Thou dost not look, as then, too blest, 

But, in thy shadows, seem'st a plice 
Where weary man might hope to rest— 
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VII. 

Might hope to rest, and find in thee 

A gloom like Eden's, on the day 
He left its shade, when every tree, 

Like thine^ hung weeping o'er his way ! 

VIII. 

Weeping or smiling, lovely isle ! 

And still the lovelier for thy tears — 
For though but rare thy sunny smile, 

Tis Heav'n's own glance, when it appears* 

IX. 

Like feeling hearts, whose joys are few, 
But, when indeed they come, divine — 

The steadiest light the sun e'er threw 
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine ! 
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TWAS ONE OF TBOSB 0ft£AMS. 



An.— Tfte Stmg oj Ae Woods. 



I. 

TwAS one of those 4irPM«s» that by music are broag 
like a li^t somner haie, o'tf the Poef 5 warm thoogl 
When, lost in die fiau€» his soul wanders on. 
And all of this Hfe, bat its sweetness, is gone. 

a 

The wild notes he heaid o'er the water were those 
To which he had song Biin's bondage and woes. 
And the breath of the bof^ now wafted them o'er 
From Dinis' green isleto Glena's wooded shore. 

ra. 

He listened^-while, high o'er the eagle's rade nest, 
The lingering sounds on their way loved to rest ; 
And the echoes sung back Irom their full mountain qi 
As if loth to let song so enchanting expire. 
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IV. 

It seem'd as if eT'ry sweet note that died here 
Was again brought to life in some airier sphere, 
Some heaven in those hills, where the soul of the strain, 
That had ceased upon earth, was awaking again ! 

V. 

Oh forgive if, while listemag to mosic, whose breath 
Seem'd to circle his naaore with a charm against death. 
He should feel a pmndSpprit within him proclaim — 
^' Even so shalt thou hv^ in the «cho«B of Fame : 

VI. 

'' Even so, though thy m e m ory should now die away, 
'' Twill be caught up again in some happier day, 
'* And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong, 
^^ Through the answering Future, thy name and thy 
song ! ** 
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FAIREST I PUT ON AWHILE 



A im . — Cummilum . 



I. 

Faibest ! put on awhile 

These piniofis of light I bring thee, 
And o'er thy own gieen isk 

In £ancy let me wing thee. 
Never did Ariel's .plume 

At golden sunset hover 
O'er such scenes of bloom, 

As I shall waft thee ov«r. 

II. 

Fields, where the Spring delays, 

And fearlessly meets the ardour, 
Of the warm Summer s gaze, 

With but her tears to guard her. 
Rocks, through myrtle boughs, 

In grace majestic frowning — 
Like some warrior's brows, 

That love hath just been crowning. 



« - 
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m. 

* 

Islets, so freshly fair, 

That never hath bird come nigh them, 
But from his course through air, 

Hath b^n won downward by them — '*' 
Types, sweet Maid, of thee. 

Whose look, whose blush inviting, 
Never did Love yet see 

From Heaven, without alighting. 

i ■ 

Lakes, where the pearl lies hid,f 

And caves, where the <Hamond 's sleeping, 
Bright as the gems that lid 

Of thine lets fall in weeping. 



* In describing the Skeligs (islands of the Barony of Forth) 
Dr. Keating says, " there it a ceruin attractive virtne in the 
soil which draws down all the birds that attempt to fly over 
it, and obliges them to light upon the rock.** 

•f- *' Nennins, a British writer of the 9th century, mentions 
the abnndance of pearls in Ireland Their princes, he says, 
hang them behind their ears, and this we find confirmed by 
a present made^A. c. 1094* by Gilbert, Bishopof Limerick, to 
Anselm, Archbishop of Canterbury, of a considerable quantity 
oflrish pearls.**— 0*UAi.i.0BAff. 

VOL. VIII. 7 
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6lens,* where Ocean comes, 
To 'scape the wild wind's rancour, 

And harbours, worthiest homes 
Where Freedom's sails could anchor. 

V. 

Then if, while scenes so grand, 
3o beautiful, shine before thee, 

Pride for thy own dear land 
Should haply be stealing o'er thee, 

Oh, let grief come first. 
O'er pride itself victorious — 

To thinkliow man hath ciirst 
What Heaven had made so glorious ! 



QUICK! WE HAVE BUT A SECOND. 



Air. — Paddy Snap, 



I. 
Quick. I we have but a second, 
Fill round the cup, while you may, 

* Glengariff. 
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For Time, the churl hath beckon'd, 

And we must away, away I 
Grasp the pleaittre that's flying. 
For oh ! not OrpheusT strain 
Gould keep sweet hours from dying, 
Or charm them to life again. 
Then, quick I we have but a second, 

Fill round, fill round, while you may ; 
For Time, the churl, hath beckon'd^ 
And we must away, away ! 

n. 

See the glass, how it flushes. 

Like some young Hebe's lip, 
And half meets thine, and blushes 
That thou shouldst delay to sip. 
Shame, oh shame unto thee, 

If ever thou see'st that day. 
When a cup or lip shall woo thee, 
And turn untouch'd away ! 
Then, quick I we have but a second. 

Fill round, fill round, while you may ;-« 
For Time, the churl, hath beckon'd, 
And we must away, away ! 
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AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE TfflS. 



Air . — Unknown . 



I. 

And doth not a meeting like this make amends 

For all the long years I 've been wand'ring away ? 
To see thus around me my youth's early friends, 

As smiling and kind as in that happy day ! 
Though haply o'er some of your brows, as o'er mine 

The snow-fall of time may be stealing — what thi 
Like Alps in the sunset, thus lighted by wine^ 

We '11 wear the gay tinge of youth's roses again. 

, II. 

What soften'd remembrances come o'er the heart, 

In gazing on those we 've been lost to so long! 
The sorrows, the joys, of which once they were part 

Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng 
As letters some hand hath invisibly traced, 

JIYhen held to the flame will steal out on the sight 
So many a feeling, that long seem'd e£Paced, 

The warmth of a meeting like this brings to light. 
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UI. 

And thus, as in Memory's bark, we shall glide 

To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew — 
Though oft we may see, looking down on the tide, 

The wreck of full many a hope shining through — 
Yet stilly as in fancy we point to the flowers, 

That once made a garden of all the gay shore, 
Deceived for a moment, well think them still ours, 
And breathe the fresh air of Life's morning once more.^ 

IV. 

So brief our existence^ a glimpse at the most, 

Is all we can have of the £ew we hold dear ; 
And oft even joy is unheeded and lost. 

For want of some heart, that could echo it, near. 
Ah, well may we hope, when this short life is gone, 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss, 
For, a smile or a grasp of the hand, hast'ning on, 

Is all we enjoy of each other in this.f 

* Joars charmans, qaand je songe k yos heureax instans, 
Je pense remonter le fleaye de mes ans ; 
Et mon coeur encbante sur sa riye fleurie, 
Retpire encore I'air pur du matin de la vie. 

-f The same thought has been happily expressed, by my 
friend, Mr. Washington Irving, in his Bracebridge Hall, 
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V. 

But come — the more rare such delights to the heart. 

The more we should welcome and bless them the 
more : 
They 're ours when we meet — they are lost when we part, 

Like birds that bring summer, and fly when 'tis o'er. 
Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink, 

Let sympathy pledge us, through pleasure, through 
pain. 
That fast as a feeling but touches one link 

Her magic shall send it direct through the chain. 



THE MOUNTAIN SPRITE. 



Air. — The Mountain Sprite, 

h 
In yonder valley there dwelt, alone, 
A Youth, whose life all had calmly flown, 

vol. I. p. ai3. The pleasure which I feel in calling this gen- 
tleman mj friend, is enhanced by the reflexion that he is too 
good an American, to have admitted me so readily to such a 
distinction, if he had not known that my feelings towards the 
great and free conntry that gave him birth, have long been 
such as eyery real lover of the liberty and happiness of the 
human race must entertain. 
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Till spells came o'er him, and day and night, 
He was haunted and watch'd by a Mountain Sprite. 

n. 

As he, by moonlight, went wand'ring o'er 
The golden sands of that island shore, 
A foot-print sparUed before his sight— 
Twais the fairy foot of the Mountain Sprite. 

m. 

Beside a fountain, one sunny day. 

As, looking down on the stream, he lay, 

Behind him stole two eyes of light, 

And he saw in the clear wave the Mountain Sprite. 

IV. 

He tum'd— ;but^ lo, like a startled bird, 

The Spirit fled— and he only heard 

Sweet music, such as marks the flight 

Of a journeying star, from the Mountain Sprite. 

V. 

One night, pursued by that dazzling look, 
The Touth, bewildered, his pencil took, 
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And, gaided only by Memory's light. 

Drew the feiry form of the Mountain Sprite. 

VI. 

^^ Oh thoQ, who West the shadow," cried 
A gentle voice, whisp'ring by his side, 
" Now tarn and see," — ^here the Youth's deHght 
Seal'd the rosy lips of th^ Mountain Sprite. 



vn. 

'' Of all the Spirits of land and sea,** 
Exclaim'd he then, ^* there is none like thee ; 
And oft, oh oft, may thy shape alight 
In this lonely arbour, sweet Mountain Sprite. 



t» 



AS VANQUIOT'D ERIN. 



Am. — The Bc^ne Water 



I. 

As vanquish'd Erin wept beside 
The Boyne's ill-fated river, 

She saw where Discord, in the tide. 
Had dropp'd Lis loaded quiver. 



IRISH MELODIES. 1 53 

" Lie hid," she cried, " ye yenom'd darts, 

Where mortal eye may shun you ; 
Lie hid — for oh ! the stain of hearts 

That bled for me is on you." 

n. 

fiat Tain her wish^ her weeping yain — 

As Time too well hath taught her : 
Each year the Fiend returns again, 

And dives into that water ; 
And brings triumphant, from beneath^ 

His shafts of desolation, 
And sends them, wing'd with worse than death, 

Throughout her madd'ning nation. 

in. 

Alas for her, who sits and mourns, 

Ev*n now, beside that river — 
Unwearied still the Fiend returns, 

And stored is still his quiver. 
** When will this end? ye Powers of Good !" 

She weeping asks for ever ; 
But only hears, from out that flood, 

The Demon answer^ ** Never !" 

7- 
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msMOsays soug: 



An . — Umhtowm . f 



Rt the Fnl's ware benif^ted. 

Not a star in tlie skies. 
To thy door by LoTe ligfated, 

I fifst saw those eyes. 
Some Toioe whiqpei^d o'er me. 

As the threshold I arost. 
Them was roio before me. 

If I feyed, I was lost. 



* ft« 



TlKMUSy tke heir of die Desmond £uiiHj, had accident- 
ally been so engaged in the chase, that he was benighted near 
Tralee, and obliged to take shelter at the Abbey of Feal, in 
diehooseof one of his dependents, called Mac Cormac Ca- 
therine, a beantifol danf^ter of his host, instantly inspired 
the Eari with a yiolent passion, which he ooold not snbdne. 
He married her, and by this inferior alliance alienated his 
followers, whose bmtal pride regarded this indulgence of his 
loTC as an unpardonable degradation of his fiuoaily .**— Leland, 
▼ol. a. 

-f This air has been already so sncoesslblly supplied with 
words by Hr. Bayly, that i should haTC left it untouched, if 
we could hare spared so interesting a melody out of our 
collection. 
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n. 

Love came, and brought sorrow, 

Too soon in his train ; 
Yet so sweet, that to-morrow 

T would be welcome again. 
Were misery's fiill measure 

Poured out to me now, 
I would drain it with pleasure, 

So the Hebe were thou. 

m. 

Tou, who call it dishonour 

To bow to this flame. 
If you 've eyes, look but on her^ 

And blush while you blame. 
Hath the pearl less whiteness 

Because of its birth? 
Hath the violet less brightness 

For growing near earth ? 

IV. 

No— Man, for his glory , 

To History flies ; 
While woman's bright story 

Is told in her eyes. 
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While the Monarch but traces 
Through mortals his line^ 

Beauty, born of the Graces, 
Ranks next to Divine! 



THEY KNOW NOT MY HEART. 



Air. — Coolon Das. . 



I. 

Thet know not my heart, who believe there can be 
One stain of this earth in its feelings for thee ; 
Who think, while I see thee in beauty's young hour, 
As pure as the morning's first dew on the flow'r^ 
I could harm whaij love— as the Sun's wanton ray 
But smiles on the dew-drop, to waste it away ! 

II. 

No — ^beaming with light as those young features are, 
There 's a light round thy heart which is lovelier far 
It i^ not that cheek — 'tis the soul dawning clear 
Through its innocent blush makes thy beauty so dear- 
As the sky we look up to, though glorious and fair, 
Is look'd up to the more, because Heaven is there ! 
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I WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE. 



Au. — I wish I was onjronder Hiil. 



I. 

/ WISH I was by that dim lake^'* 
Where sinful souls their farewells take 

Of this vain world, and half-way lie 

In Death's cold shadow, ere thev die. 

There, there, far from tliee, 

Deceitful world, my home should %bc — 

* These ▼erses are meant to allnde to that ancient haunt of 
snperstition, called Patrick^s Purgatory. '' In the midst of 
these gloomy regions of Doncgall (says Dr. Camphell) lay a 
lake, which was to "become the mysti<f theatre of this fabled 
and intermediate state. In the lake were several islands ; 
but one of them was digtiified with. that called the Mouth of 
Porgatory, which, during the dark ages, attracted the notice 
of all Christendom, and was the resort of penitents and pil- 
grims, from almost every country in Europe.^' 

" It was,*^ as the same writer tells us, *' one of the most 
dismal and dreary spots in the North, almost inaccessible, 
through deep glens and rugged mountains, frightful with 
impending rocks, and the hollow murmurs of the western 
winds in dark caverns, peopled only with such fantastic be- 
ings as the mind, however gay, is from strange association 
wont to appropriate to such gloomy scenes.'' — Strictures on 
the Ecclesiastical arid Literary History of Ireland. 
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Where, come what might of gloom and pain, 
False hope should ne'er deceive again ! 

n. 

The lifeless sky^ the mournful sound 

Of unseen waters, falling round — 

The dry leaves, quiv'ring o'er my head, 

Like man, unquiet ev'n when dead — 

These — ^ay — these should wean 

My soul from life's deluding scene, 

And turn each thought, each wish I have. 

Like willows^ downward tow'rds the grave. 

III. 

As they who to their couch at night. 
Would welcome sleep^ first <piench the light. 
So must the hopes that keep this breast 
Awake, be quench'd, ere it can rest. 
Gold, cold, my heart must grow. 
Unchanged by either joy or wo. 
Like fireezing founts, where all that's thrown 
Within their current turns to stone. 
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SHE SUNG OF LOVE. 



A». — The Munsler Man, 



I. 

5fl£ sung of LoYC — while o'er her lyre 

The rosy rays of eyening fell. 
As if to feed with their soft fire 

The soul within that trembling shell. 
The same rich light hung o'er her cheek, 

And play'd around those lips that sung 
And spoke, as flowers would sing and speak, 

If Love could lend their leaves a tongue. 

U. 

But soon the West no longer burn'd, 
Each rosy ray from heav'n withdrew ; 

Andy when to gaze again I turn'd, 

The minstrers form seem'd fading too. 

As if her light and heavVs were one, 
The glory all had left that frame ; 
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And from her glimmering lips the tone, 
As from a parting spirit, came.* 

III. 
Who ever loved, but had the thought 

That he and all he loved must part ? 
Fill'd witli this fear, I flew and caught 

That fading image to my heart — 
And cried, '^ Oh Love I is this thy doom ? 

Oh light of youth's resplendent day ! 
Must ye then lose your golden bloom, 

And thus, like sunshine, die away ? " 



SING— SING— MUSIC WAS GIVEN. 



AuL. — The Humours of Ballamaguiry, or, the 

Old Langolee. 



I. 

* Sing — sing-r-Music was given 

To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 

* The thought here was suggested by some beautiful lines 
in Mr. Rogers's Poem of Human Life, beginning, 

*' Now in the glimmering, dying light she grows 
Less and less earthly." 
I would quote the entire passage, but that I fear to put my 
own huiid>le imitation of it out of countenance. 
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Souls here, like planets in heaven^ 

By Harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 
Beauty may boast of her eyes and her cheeks, 

But Love from the lips his true archery wings ; 
And she, who but feathers the dart when she speaks. 
At once sends it home to the heart when she sings. 
Then sing — sing — Music was given 

To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 
Souls here, like planets in heaven. 

By Harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 

II. 

When Love^ rock'd by bis mother. 

Lay sleeping, as calm as slumber could make him, 
** Hush, hush," said Venus, '^ no other 

Sweet voice but his own is worthy to wake him." 
Dreaming of music he slumbe^'d the while^ 

Till faint from his lip a soft melody broke, 
And Venus, enchanted, look'd on with a smile, 
While Love to his own sweet singing awoke ! 
Then sing — sing — Music was given 

To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 
Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By Harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 



y^ 
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ANGEL OF CHARITY. 



An. — Handel. 

I. 

Angel of Charity , who, from above, 

Comest to dwell a piljprim here, 
Thj voice is musici thy smile is love. 

And Pity's soul is in thy tear ! 
Wh^i on the shrine of God were laid 

First-fruits of all most good and fair, 
That ever grew in Eden's shade, 

Thine was the holiest offering there 1^ 

n. 

Hope and her sister, Faith, were given 
But as our guides to yonder sky ; 
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Soon as they reach the vergSe of heaven, 
Lost in that blaze of bliss they die.*^ 

But, long as Love, almighty Love, 
Shall on his throne of thrones abide, 

Thou shalt, oh ! Charity, dwell above. 
Smiling for ever by His side ! 

BEHOLD THE SUN. 



An. — Lord Momington* 

m 

J. 

Behold the Sun, how bright 
From yonder East he springs, 

As if the soul of life and light 
Were breathing from his wings. 

n. 

So bright the Gospel broke 

Up0&.the souls of men ; 
So fresh the dreaming world awoke 

In Truth's full radiance then ! 

* « Tben Faith shall fail, and holy Hope shall die. 
One lost in certainty, and one in ioy.'*~PaioA. 
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in.. 

Before yon Sun arose, 

Stars clustered through the sky- 
But oh how dim, how pale were those, 

To His one burning eye! 

IV. 

So Truth lent many a ray. 

To bless the Pagan's night — 
But, IX)RD, how weak, how cold were they, 

To Thy one glorious Light ! 

LORD WHO SHALL BEAR THAT DAY. 



An.— ^Z>r. Bojrcei 

I. 
Lord, who shall bear that day, so dread, so >splendid, 

When we shall see thy Angel, hov'ring o'er 
This sinful world, with hand to heay'n extended. 

And hear him swear by Thee that Time 's no more P*** 

* And the Angel which I saw stand npon the sea and upon 
the earth, lifted up his hand to heaven, and sware by Him that 
liveth for erer and erer, that there should be time no longer.** — 
Retf, X. 5, 6. 

YOL. YIII. 8 
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When Earth shall feel thy fast consuming ray— 
Who, Mighty GOD, oh who shall bear that day ? 

When through the wforld thy awfiil call hath soundc 
*^ Wake, oh ye Dead, to judgment wake, ye Dead 

And from the clouds, by seraph eyes surrounded, 
The Saviour shall put forth his radiant head; f 

While Earth and Jieay'n before Jlim pa$s away — § 

Who, Mighty GOD, oh who shall b&a that day ? 

m. 

When, with a glance, th' Eternal Judge shall sevei 
Earth's evil'spirits from the pure and bright, 

And say to those^ '^ Depart from me for ever !" 
To these f '' Come, dwell with me in endless light 



* (C 



Awake, ye Dead, i^nd oome lo jadgment.** 

f '< They shall see the Son of Man coming in the donds of 
heaven, — and all the angels with him.**— ^off . zxiy. 3o. and 
XZT. 3i. 

J *< From his face the earth and the heaven fled away .^ — 
Ret^, XX. II. 

** " And before Him shall be gathered all nations, and He 
shall separate them one from another. 

<' Then shall the King say unto them on his rig^t hand. 
Come, ye blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom prepared 
for yon, etc. • 
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When each and all in silence take their way — 
Who, Mighty GOD, oh who shall bear that day? 

OH ! TEACH BfE TO LOYE THEE. 



I. 

Oh ! teach me to loye Thee, to feel what thou art, 
Till, fill'd with the one sacred image, mj heart 

Shall all other passions disown — 
Like some pure temple, that shines apart. 

Reserved for thy worship alone I 

n. 

In joy and in 3orrow, through praise and through blame. 
Oh still let me, living and dying the same. 

In thy service bloom and decay — 
Like tome lone altar, whose votive flame 

In holiness wasteth away ! 

" Then shall he say also nnto them on the left hand, De- 
part from me, ye cnrsed, etc. 

** And these shall go away into everlasting pnnishment \ but 
the righteous into life eternal.** — Matt, zxt. 33, et seq. 
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HI. 
Though bom in this desert, and doom'd by my birth 
To pain and affliction, to darkness and dearth, 

On Thee let my spirit rely — 
Like some rude dial, that, fixed on earth, 

Still looks for its light from the sky ! 



WEEP, CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 



An. — Stevenson. 



I. 

Weep, weep for him, the Man of GOD — ♦ 
In yonder vale he sunk'to rest , 

But none of earth can point the sodf 
That flowers above his sacred breast. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 



^ ** And the children of Israel wept for Moses in the plains 
of Moab.** — Deut. xxxiy. 8. 

jf ''And he buried him in a valley in the land of Moab : 
but no man knoweth of his sepulchre unto this day.** — Ibid. 
ver. 6. 



^ 
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II. 

His doctrines fell like Heav'n's rain,'^ 
His words refreshed like Heav'n's dew — 

Oh, ne'er shall Israel see again 
A Chief, to GOD and her so true. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

m. 

Remember ye his parting gaze, 

Hb farewell song by Jordan's tide, 
When, full of glory and of days. 

He saw the promised land — and died If 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

IV. 

Yet died he not as men who sink, 

Before our eyes, to soulless day ; 
But, changed to spirit, like a wink 

Of summer lightning, pass'd away I§ 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

* " My doctrines shall drop ai the rain, my speech shall 
distil as the dew.** — Moses* Song, 

f *' I haTe caused thee to see it with thine eyes, bat thou 
shalt not go orer thither.** — Ver. 5. 

J " As he was going to embrace Eleaser and Joshna, and 
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UKE MORIONG, WHEN HER EARLY BREEZE. 



An . — Beethoven . 



I. 

Like momiog, when her early breeze • 
Breaks up the surface of the seas, 
That, in their furrows, darl with night, 
Her hand may sow the seeds of light — 

Thy Grace can send its breathings o'er 
The spirit, dark and lost before, 
And, freshening all its depths, prepare 
For Truth diyine to enter there ! 



was still discoursing with them, a doad stood over him on 
the fn,dden, and he disappeared in a certain valley, although 
he wrote in the Holy Books that he died, which was done 
out of fear, lest they should yenture to say that, because of 
his extraordinary virtue, he went to God.**-«^o«0pMM, Book it. 
chap. viii. 
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m. 

Till David touch'd his sacred lyre, 
In silence ky th' aBbreatbing wire- 
But when he swept its chords along, 
Ey'n Angels stoop'd to hear that song. 

lY. 

So sleeps the soul, till T&Ou, oh LORD, 
Shalt deign' to touch its lifeless chord-*- 
Till, waked by Thee, its breath shall rise 
In music, worthy of the skies ! * 



GOAIE, YE DISCONSOLATE. 



An,'^ German, 



I. 

Come, ye disconsolate, where'er you languish. 
Come, at the shrine of GOD, fervently kneel ; 

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your 
anguish — 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal. 
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n. 

Joy of the desolate, Light of the straying, 
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pure. 

Here speaks the Comforter, in GOD's namie saying — 
*' Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure." 

ni. 

Go, ask the infidel, what boon he brings us. 

What charm for aching hearts he can reyeal. 
Sweet as that heavenly promise Hope sings us — 
'< Earth has no sorrow that God cannot heal." 



AWAKE, ARISE, THY LIGHT IS COME. 



Air . — Stevenson . 



I. 
Awake, arise, thy light is come ;^ 

The nations, that before outshone thee, 
Now at thy feet lie dark and dumb*- 

The glory of the Lord is on thee ! 



* ^' Ariie, shine \ io\ thy light U come, and the glory of the 
Lord is risen upon thee.''— /loiaraj Ix. 
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n. 

Arise — the Gentiles to thy ray, 

From ev'ry nook of earth shall cluster ; 

And kings and princes haste to pay 
Their homage to thy rising lustre.*^ 

m. 

Lift up thine eyes around, and see, 
O'er foreign fields, o'er farthest winters, 

Thy exiled sons return to thee> 

To thee return thy home-sick daughters.f 

IV. 

And camels rich, from Midian's tents, 

ShaU lay their treasures down before thee ; 

And Saba bring her gold and scents. 
To fill thy air, and sparkle o'er thee.§ 



* ** And the Gentiles shall come to thy light, and kings to 
the bri^tness of thy rising.** — Isaiahf Iz. 

f ** Liftnp thine eyes routid about and see; all they gather 
themselves together, they come to thee : thy sons shall come 
from afar, and ihy daughters shall be nursed at thy side."— /6. 

J << The multitude of camels shall cover thee; the drome- 
daries of Midian and Ephah ; all they from Sheba shall come; 
they shall bring gold and incense.** — lb. 

8. 



178 SACKED SOfTGS. 

V. 

See who are these that, like a doud,'^ 
Aie gathering firom all earth's dominions. 

Like doves, long absent, when allow'd 
Homeward to shoot their trembling pinions. 

VI. 

Sorely the isles shall wait for me,t 

The ships of Tarshish round will hover^ 

To bring thy sons across the sea, 
And waft their gold and silver over. 

vn. 

And Lebanon thy pomp shall grace — § . 

The fir, the pine, the palm yictorious 
Shall beautify our Holy Place, 

And make the ground I tread on glorious. 



* ** Who are these that fly as a doad, aad as the doves 10 
their windows V*-^Isaiah, Ix. 

•f *' Sarely the isles shall wait for me, and the ships of 
Tarshish first, to hring thy sons from far, their silver and their 
gold with them.'**— 'lb. 

J The glory of Lebanon shall come nnto thee; the fir-tree, 
the pine-tree, and the box together, to beantify the place of 
my sanctnary, and 1 will make the place of my feet gloripn's.'* 
— /6. 



Tin, 

No more shall Discord haunt thy ways,*^ 
Nor roia waste thy cheerless nutioii ; 

But thou sluilt caU thy portals, Praisei 
And thou sh^lt name tby w4lk^ Salvation. 

IX. 

The sun no more shall make thee bright,f 
Nor moon shall lend her lustre to thee ; 

But GOD^ Himself, shall be thy Lights 
And flash eternal glory through thee. 

X. 

Thy sun shall never more go down ; 

A ray, from heav'n itself descended, 
Shall light thy everlasting crown — 

Thy days of mourning all are ended. § 

* ** Violence shall no more be heard in thy land, wasting 
nor destruction within thy borders ^ but thou shalt call thy 
wallf , SaKidon, and thy gates, Praise.*'~/rafii^ Ix. 

t '* Thy sun shi^ be no more thy light by day \ neither 
for brif^tness shall the hioon giTe light Unto thee : bat the 
Lord shall be onto thceim eyerksting light, and thy God thy. 
glory."— /6. 

J " Thy sqn shall no more go down { for the Lord shall be 
thmeeyerlasting light, and the days of thy mourning shall be 
ended.**— /&. 
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XI. 

My own, elect, and righteoos Land ! 

The Branch, for ever green and vernal. 
Which I haye planted with this hand — 

Li?e thou shalt in Life Eternal.'^ 

THERE IS A BLEAK DE^RT. 



Am.— Crescentini. 



I. 

There is a bleak Desert, where daylight grows weary 
Of wasting its smile on a region so dreary*- 

What may that Desert be ? 
'Tis Life, cheerless Life, where the few jojs that com 
Are lost, like that daylight, for 'tis not their home. 

IL 

There is a lone Pilgrim, before whose fiiint eyes 
The water he pants for but sparkles and flies — 
Who may that Pilgrim be ? 

* " Thy people also shall be all righteoas; they shall in- 
herit the land for erer, the branch of my planting, the work 
of my hands,'**^Isaiah, Ix. 
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'Tis Man, hapless Man, through this life tempted on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone. 

m. 

There is a bright Fountain, through that Desert stealing. 
To pure lips alone its refreshment revealing—* 

What may that Fountain be ? 
'Tis Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under ground. 
By the gifted of Heaven alone can be found.'^ 

IV. 

There is a fair Spirit, whose wand hath the spell 
To point where those waters in secresy dwell — 

Who may that Spirit be ? 
'Tis Faith, humble Faith, who hath leam'd that, where'er 
Her wand stoops to worship, the Truth must be there I 



*, In singing, the following line had better be adopted- 
Can but bj the gifted of Heay^n be found.'* 



u 
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SmCE FIRST THY WORD. 



All. — Nicholas Freeman, 



I. 
Since first thy word awaked my heart, 

Like new life dawning o'er me. 
Where'er I turn mine eyes, Thou art, 

All light and love before me. 
Nought else I feel, or hear or see — 

All bonds of earth I sever — 
Thee, oh God, and only Thee 

I live for, now and ever. 

n. 

Like him, whose fetters dropp'd away 

When light shone o'er his prison,*^ 
My spirit, touch'd by Mercy's ray, 

Hath from her chains arisen. 
And shall a soul Thou bidst be free, 

Return to bondage ? — never ! 
Thee, oh God, and only Thee 

I live for, now and ever. 

^ ■*' And, behold, the angel of the Lord came ap<m him, 
and a li^t shined in tl|9 prison, and hit chains fell off from 
his hands.**— ^cl#, xii. 7. ' 
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I HARK I TIS THE BREEZE. 



An. — Rousseau . 



I. 
Hark! 'ti^ the bfeeze of twilight calling 

Earth's weary children ta repose ; 
While^ round the conch of Nature fallings 

Gently the night's? soft curtains close. 
Soon o'er a world, in slefep r^linkig^ 

Numberless starsy through yonder dark, 
Shall look, like eye^ of Ghetubs fining 

From G^t the yeils that hid the Ark ! 

Guard us, oh Thou, wlio never sleepest. 

Thou who, ih silence throned above, 
Throughout all time, uiltwearied, keenest 

Thy watch of Glory, Pow'r, and Love. 
Grant that, beneath thine eye, sedurely 

Our souls, awhile from life withdrawn, 
May, in their darkness, stilly, purely, 

Like ^^ sealed fbuntaitts," rest till dawn. 
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WHERE IS YOUR DWELUNG, YE SAINTED ? 



AstL.-^Hasse, 



I. 
Where is your dwelling, ye Sainted ? 

Through what Elysium more bright 
Than fancy or hope ever painted. 

Walk ye in glory andiight? 
Who the same kingdom inherits? 

Breathes there a soul that may dare 
Look to that world of Spirits? 

Or hope to dwell with you there? 

11. 

Sages who, ey'n in exploring 

Nature through all her bright ways, 
Went^ like the Seraphs, adoring, 

And yeil'd your eyes in the blaze — 
Martyrs, who left for our reaping 

Truths you had sown in your blood- 
Sinners, whom long years of weeping 

Ghasten'd from evil to good — 
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in. 

Maidens who, like the young Crescent, 

Turning away your pale brows 
From earth, and the light of the Present, 

Look'd to your Heavenly Spouse— 
Say, through what region enchanted 

Walk ye, in Heaven's sweet air? 
Or, oh, to whom is it granted. 

Bright souls, to dwell with you there ? 



HOW LIGHTLY MOUNTS THE MUSE S WING. 



AitL,'~'Jnon)rmous, 



I. 

How lightly mounts the Muse's wing, '^if-^ 

Whose theme is in the skies — 
Like morning larks, that sweeter sing 

The nearer Heav'n they rise ! 
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II. 

Though Love his wreathed ly)e may tune, 

Tet ah ! the floVrs he round it writhes 
Were pluck'd beneath pale Pasnon's moon, 

Whose madness horn their odour breathes. 
How purer far the sacred lute*. 

Round which Derotion tietf 
Sweet flow'rs that turn tx> heay'nly fmit, 

And palm that never dies. 

in. 

Though War's high-sounding harp may be 

Most welcome to the hero's ears, 
Alas, his chords of victory 

Are bathed, all o'er, with tears. 
How far more sweet their numbers run, 

Who hynm, like Saints above, 
No victor, but th' Eternal One, 

No trophies but of Love I 
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GO FOUTH TO THE MOUNT. 



AMtL.-^ievenson. 



I. 
Go forth to the Mount — ^bring the olive-branch home^^ 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 

From that time^f when the moon upon Ajalon's vale, 
Looking motionlessdown,§saw the kings of the earth , 

In the presence of God's mighty Champion, grow pale — 
Oh never had Judah an hour of such mirth ! 

Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch home. 

And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 

n. 

Bring myrtle and palm — bring the boughs of each tree 
That is worthy to wave o'er the tents of the Free.^ 

* *' And that they should publish and prodaim in all their 
cities, and in Jemsalem, saying. Go forUi unto the monnt) 
and fetch oliTe-brancbes,*' etc. etc. — iVeA. viii. i5. 

f ** For since the days of Joshna the son of Nun, unto that 
day had not the children of Israel done so : and there was 
yery great gladness." — lb, 17. 

J '* Sun, stand thou still upon Gibeon ; and thon. Moon, 
in the valley of Ajalon."— /o^A. z. la. 

** ** fttich. olive-branchtis and pine-branches, and myrtle- 
brandies, and palm-branc^s, and brandiet of tlnck trees, to 
make booihs.**-»^eA. Tiii. i5. 
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From that day, when the footsteps of Israel shone, 
With a light not their own, through the Jordan's 
deep tide. 

Whose waters shrank back as the Ark glided on — * 
Oh never had Judah an hour of such pride ! 

Gt>jrorth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch home, 

And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 



IS IT NOT SWEET TO THINK, HEREAFTER. 



All. — Haydn, 



I. 

Is it not swe«t to think, hereafter. 

When the Spirit leaves this sphere, 
Love^ with deathless wing, shall waft her 
' To those she long hath mourn'd for here? 



* "And the priesu that bare the ark of the coyenant of the 
Lord stood firm on dry ground in the midst of Jordan, and all 
the Israelites passed oyer on dry gronnd."— JoiA. iii. 17. 
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Hearts, from which 'twas death to sever, 

Eyes^ this world can ne'er restore, 
There, as warm, as bright as ever, 

Shall meet as and be lost no more. 

n. 

When wearily we wander, asking 
Of earth and heav'n, where are they. 

Beneath whose sm|}e we once lay Iiasking— • 
Blest, and thinking bliss would stay ! 

Hope still lifts her radiant finger 

Pointing to th' eternal home. 
Upon whose portal yet they linger, 

Looking back for us to come. 

in. 

Alas — ^alas— doth Hope deceive us? 

Shall friendship — love— shall all those ties 
That bind a moment, and then leave us. 

Be found again where nothing dies? 

Oh ! if no other boon were given, 

To keep our hearts from wrong and stain. 

Who would not try.to win a Heaven 
Where all we love shall live again? 



I go ^ SAGEED SONGS. 

WAR AGAJNST BABYLON. 



Aia. — Nouello. 



I. 

^^ War Against Babylon! " shout we around,'^ 
Be our baimers through earth unfurFd ; 

Rise up, ye natioi^s, ye kings, ^t the sound — f 
*' Wai* against 'Babylon*!'' sl^out through the worl 

Oh thbu, that dwellest on many waters,§ 
Thy day of pride is ended how ; 

And the dark curse of Israel's daughters 

Breaks, like a thunder-cloud, over thy brow! 

War, war, war against Babylon ! 

II. 

Make bright ^he arrows, and gather the shields,^^ 
Set the standard of God on high — 

* '* Sbont against her round abbnt.**— Jcr. i. i5. 

-f ** Set np a standard in the land, blow the trumpet among 
the nations, prepare the nations against her, call together 
against her the kingdoms, etc. etc. — lb, li. 97. 

J " Oh thon that dwellest upon many waters, thj end is 
come." — lb, i3. 

** •** Make bright the arrows ; gather the shields^ set 

the standard upon the waUs of Babylon.**— •/&. 
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Swarm we, like locusts, o'er all her fields, 

'^ Zion" our watchword^ and^^ vengeance'' our cry! 

Woe ! woe ! — the time of thy visitation*^ 
Is come, proud Land, thy doom is cast — 

And the bleak wave of desolation 
Sweeps o'er thj guilty head, at last! 

War, war, war against Babylon! 



* ** Woe onto them! for their day is come, the time of 
their ▼isitationl" — Jer. i. i3. 
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TO-DAY, DEAREST ! IS OURS. 

I. 

To-day, dearest! is ours; 

Why should Loye carelessly lose it ? 
This life diiues or low'rs 

Just as we J weak mort^, use it. 
'Tis time enough, when its flbw'rs decay, 

To think of the thorns of Sorrow; 
And Joy, if left on the stem to-day^ 

May wither before to^morrbw. 

n. 

Then why, dearest! so Idng 
Let the sweet' moments fly oyer? 

Though now, blooming and young. 
Thou hast me deyoutly thy lover, 
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Yet time from both, in his silent lapse, 
Some treasure may steal or borrow ; 

Thy charms may be less in bloom, perhaps, 
Or I less in loye to-morrow. 



WHEN ON THE LIP THE SIGH DELAYS. 

I. 

When on the lip the sigh delays. 

As if 't would linger there forever ; 
When eyes would give the world to gaze, 

Tet still look down, and venture never ; 
When, though with fairest nymphs we rove. 

There 's one we dream of more than any— ^ 
If all this is not real love, 

'T is something wond'rous like it, Fanny ! 

n. 

To think and ponder, when apart. 
On all we've got to say at meeting ; 

And yet when near, with heart to heart. 
Sit mute, and listen to their beating ; 
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To see but one bright object move, 

The only moon, where stars are many*^ 

If all this is not downright love, 
I prithee say what iV, my Fanny ! 

in. 

W hen Hope foretells the brightest, best, 

Though Reason on the darkest reckons ; 
When Passion drives us to the west. 

Though Prudence to the eastward beckons ; 
When all turns round, below, above, 

And our own heads the most of any — 
If this is not stark, staring love. 

Then you and I are sages, Fanny. 



HERE, TARE MY HEART. 

I. 

Here, take my heart — 't will be safe in thy keeping. 
While I go wand'ring o'er land and o'er sea ; 

Smiling or sorrowing, waking or sleeping. 
What need I care, so my heart is with thee ? 
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IL 
If, in the race we are desliDed to ran, love, 

They who have li^t hearts the happiest 
Happier still must be they who have none, love, 

Aad that will be n^ case when mine is with thee ! 

ni. 

No matter where I Buy now be a rover. 
No matter hpw many bright eyes I see ; 

Should Venus' $elf come and ask me to love her, 
I 'd tell her I could Jiot— ^my heart is with thee ! 

IV. 

There let it lie, iprowing fonder and fonder — 
And should Dame Fortune turn truant to me. 

Why, let her go— I 've a treasure beyond her. 
As long as my heart 's out at interest with thee ! 
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OH ! CAUL rr "by sobie better name. 

I. 

Oh ! call it by solne belter name, 

For Friendrinp is too cold, * 

And Love is now a worldly flame> 

Whose shrine must be 6f gold'; 
And passMNEi, like the son at noon, 

That \mxm» o'er all he sees, 
Awhile as wann, will set aS soon — 

Oh ! call it nmie of these. 

Imagine sonsething purer far. 

More free from stain of clay 
Than Friendship, Love, or Passion are, 

Yet human stiU as they : 
And if thy lip, for lovfe like this, 

No mortal word can frame, 
Go, ask of angels what it is. 

And call it by that name ! 
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POOR WOUNDED HEART! 

I. 
Poor wounded heart ! 
Poor wounded heart, farewell I 
Thy hour is come, 
Thy hour of rest is come ; 
Thou soon wilt reach thy home. 
Poor wounded heart, farewell I 
The pain thou 'It feel in breaking 

Less bitter far will be. 
Than that long, deadly course of aching, 
Tliis life has been to thee — 

Poor breaking heart, poor breaking heart, fare^ 

II. 

There — broken heart, 

Poor broken heart, farewell ! 

The pang is o'er — 

The parting pang is o'er, 

Thou now wilt bleed no more. 

Poor broken heart, farewell ! 
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No rest for thee but dying. 

Like waves, whose strife is past, 
On death's cold shore thus early lying, 

Thou sleep'st in peace at last — 
Poor broken heart, poor broken heart, farewell ! 



THE EAST INDIAN. 

I. 

G)ME May, with all thy flowers, 

Thy sweetly scented thom^ 
Thy cooling eVning showers, 

Thy fragrant breath at mom : 
When May-flies haunt the willow, 

When May-buds tempt the bee, 
Then o'er the shining billow 

My love will come to me. 

II. 

From Eastern Isles she 's winging 
Through wat'ry wilds her way, 

And on her cheek is bringing 
The bright sun's orient ray : 
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Oh ! come and court her hither, 
Ye breezes mild aod warm— 

One winter's gale would wither 
So soft^ so pure a form. 

ra. 

The fields where she was straying 

Are blest with endle^ light) 
With zephyrs always playing 

Through gardens always bright. 
Then now^ oh May ! be sweeter 

Than e'er thou 'st been before ; 
Let sighs firom roses meet her 

When she comes near our shore. 
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PALE BROKEN FLOWER. 

L 

Pale broken flow'r ! what "art can now recover tLee ? 
Tom from the stem that fed thy rosy breath — 
In vain the son-beams seek 
To warm that faded cheek; 
The dews of heay'n, that once like bakn fell over thee, 
Now are but tears, to weep thy early death ! 

II. 

So droops the maid whose lover hath forsaken her ; 
Thrown from his arms, as lone and lost as thou ; 
In vain the smiles of all 
Like sun-beams round her fall — 
The only smile that could from death awaken her, 
That smile, alas ! is gone to others now. 
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THE PRETTY ROSE TREE. 

I. 

Being weary of We, I flew to the grove^ 

And chose me a tree of the fairest ; 
Saying, '' Pretty Rose-tree^ thou iny mistress shalt be, 

'' I '11 worship each bud that thou bearest. 
** For the hearts of this world are hollow, 
^' And fickle the smiles we follow ; 
^* And 't is sweet when all their witch'ries pall 

'^ To have a pure love to fly to : 
'' So my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shalt be, 

'< And the only one now I shall sigh to." 

n. 

When the beautiful hue of thy cheek through the derv 

Of morning is bashfully peeping, 
'' Sweet tears," I shall say (as I brush them away), 

'^ At least there 's no art in this weeping." 
Although thou shouldst die to-morrow, 
'T will not be from pain or sorrow, 
And the thorns of thy stem are not like them 

With which hearts wound each other : 
So my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shalt be, 

And 1 '11 ne'er again sigh to another. 
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SHINE OUT, STARS! 

I. 

Shine out, Stars ! let Heaven assemble 

Round us every festal ray. 
Lights that move not, lights that tremble^ 

All to grace this Eve of May. 
Let the flow'r-beds all lie waking, 

And the odours shut up there, 
From their downy prisons breaking, 

Fly abroad through sea and air. 

n. 

And would Love too bring his sweetness, 

With our other joys to weave, 
Ob what glory, what completeness. 

Then would crown this bright May Eve. 
Shine out. Stars ! let night assemble 

Round us every festal ray. 
Lights that move not, lights that tremble. 

To adorn this Eve of May. 
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THE YOUNSMULETEERS OF GRENADA 

I. 

Oh ! the jdys of oar ey'laiiig jiosada, 
When, resting at clo^ 6f the day. 

We, young* Muleteets of <}renada, 
Sit and sing the latt sunshine away ! 

So blithe, that ereii the jllumbers. 
Which hung ai^outtd us, seem gone. 

Till the lute's soft <lrowsy numbers 
Again beguile them on. 

II. 

Then as each to ISs fav'rite sultana 

In sleep is still tureathing the sigh. 
The name of some black-eyed Tirana 

Half br^ks from our lips as we lie. 
Then, with morning's rosy twinkle. 

Again we 're up and gouie— 
While the mule-bell's diowsy tinkle 

Beguiles the rough Way on. 



BAIXADS, 



TELL BE&« OE TBLL HEB. 

L 

Tell her, oh teQ her, the hile AtlA ljb% 
Beneath the green aiboiir^ is stQl Ijioc tfaoe; 

Breezes, like loTcrs, around it aie •■gP'^gj 
But not a soft whimper icplks to Aeir poY^- 

n. 

Tell her, oh tell her, ^^HMttMKjtb ™^ I 



Beside the green MAH^^Skg/jtliffillij 
Loyely as ever is Hashing mmi Mo w i ng, 

And not a bright leaiet has (alFn from it jet. 

ra. 

So while']away from that arboor foisaken. 
The maiden is wandering, oh ! let her be 

True as the lute, that no sighing can waken. 
And blooming for ever^ unchanged as the tree! 
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raCHTS OF MUSIC. 

I. 

NiOBTS of munc, nights of loving, 

Lost too soon, remembered long. 
When we went by moonlight roving, 

Hearts all love and lips all song. 
When this fsdthfal late recorded 
All my spudilgfalt to thee^ 

ig rewarded — 
of £une to me ! 

Nights of song> and nights of splendour, 

FiU'd with joys too sweet to last — 
Joys that, like your star-light, tender. 

While they shone, no shadow cast : 
Though all other ha^py hours 

From my fading mem'ry fly. 
Of that star-light, of those bowers. 

Not a beam, a leaf, shall die I 
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OUR FIRST YOUNG LOVE. 

I. 

Our first young lore resembles 

That short but brilliant ray. 
Which smiles, and weeps, and trembles 

Through April's earliest day. 
No^ no — all life before us, 

Howe'er its lights may play. 
Can shed no lustre o'er us 

Like that first April ray. 

II. 

Our summer sun may squander 

A blaze serener, grander, 
Our autunm beam may, like a dream 

Of heav'n, die calm away : 
But, no— let life before us 

Bring all the light it may, 
'T will shed no lustre o'er us 

Like that first trembling ray. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF 



JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. OF DUBLIN. 

If ever life was prosperously cast, 

If ever Ufe was like the lengtH'ncd flow 

Of some sweet music, sweetness to tbe liist, 
'Twas his wlu>, mourn'd by many, sleeps beloif 

The sunny temper, bright where all is strife. 
The simple heart that mocks at worldly wiles^ 

Light wit that plays along the calm of life, 
And stirs its languid surface into smiles ; 

Pure charity, that comes not in a shower, 
Sudden and loud^ oppressing what it feeds. 

But like the dew with gradual silent power. 
Felt in the bloom it leaves along the meads ; 

The happy grateful spirit, that improves 
And brightens every gift by fortune given, 

That, wander where it will with those it loves, 
Makes every place a home, and home a heaven 
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All these were his. — Oh ! thou who lead'st this stone, 
When for thyself^ thy children, to the sky 

Thou humbly prayest, ask this boon alone. 
That ye like him may live, like him may die ! 



EPITAPH ON A WELL-KNOWN POET. 

Beiteath these poppies :buried dftep, 
The bones^ofBob the Bard lie hid; 

Peace to his manes 1 and may he sleep 
As soundly as. his readers did !, 

Through every sort of verse meand'ring. 
Bob went without a hitch or fall, 

Through Epic, Sapphic, Alexandrine, 
To verse that was no verse at all ; 

Till fiction having done enough. 
To make a bard at least absurd. 

And give his readers quantum suff.-j 
He took to praising George the Third : 
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And now in virtue of his crown 

Dooms us, poof Whigs, at once to slaughter; 
Like Donnellan of bad renown, 

Poisoning us all with laurel water. 

And yet at times some awkward qualms he 
Felt about leaving honour's track ; 

And though he has got a but of Malmsey, 
It may not save him from a sack. 

Death, weary of so dull a writer 

Put to his works dL finis thus. 
! may the earth on him lie lighter 

Than did his quartos upon us ! 
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THE 



SUMMER FETE. 



* • 



miNTED BY JULES DIOOT Atl«#, RUB DU POXT-nB-LODI, M« 6 



TO 



THE HONOURABLE MRS. NORTON. 



For the groundwork of the following^ Poem 
I am indebted to a memorable F^te given, some 
years since, at Boyle Farm, the seat of the late 
Lord Henry Fitzgerald. In commemoration of 
that Evening, — of which the Lady to whom these 
pages are inscribed was, I well recollect, one of 
the most distinguished ornaments, — I was induced 
at the time to write some verses, wliich were af- 
terwards, however, thrown aside, unfinished, on 
my discovering that the same task had been un- 
dertaken by a noble poet, whose playful and 
happy jeu desprit on the subject has since been 
published. It was but lately, that^ on finding the 
fragments of my own sketch among my papers, 
I thought of founding on them such a description 



TUl DEDICATION. 

of an imaginary FSte as might famish me with 
situations for the introduction of music. 

Such is the origin and object of the following 
Poem, and to M&s. Norton it is, with every feel- 
ing of admiration and regard, inscribed, by her 
lathcr^s warmly attached friend, 

THOMAS MOORE. 

Slopebtoh Cottage, 
Aoi*ejn6<T, i83i. 
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u Where are ye now, ye summer days, 

u That once inspired the poet's lays? 

a Blest time! ere England's nymphs and swains 

tt For lack of sunbeams took to coals: 
« Summers of light, undimm'd by rains — 
it Whose only mocking trace remains 

u In witering-pots and parasols. n 

Thus spoke a young Patrician maid, 
As, on the morning of that Fete 
Which bards unborn shall celebrate, 

She backward drew her curtain's shade. 

And, closing one half-dazzled eye, 

Peep'd with the other at the sky, — 

Th' important sky, whose light or gloom 

Was to decide, this day, the doom 
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Of some few hundred beauties, wits, 
Blues, Dandies, swains^ and Exquisites. 
Faint were her hopes; for June had now 

Set in with all his usual rig;our ; 
Young Zephyr yet scarce knowing how 
To nurse a bud, or fan a bough. 

Gut Eurus in perpetual vigour; 
And, such the biting summer air. 
That she, the nymph, now nestling there, 
Snug as her own bright gems recline, 
At night, within their cotton shrine, — 
Had, more than once, been caught of late 
Kneeling before her blazing grate, 
Like a young worshipper of fire, 

With hands uplifted to the flame; 
Whose glow, as if to woo them nigher. 

Through the white fingers flushing came. 

But oh! the light, the unhoped-for light. 
That now illumed this morning's heaven 

Up sprung lanthe at the sight. 

Though — hark! the clocks but strike eleven; 

And rarely did the fiymph surprise 

Mankind so early with her eyes. 
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Who now will say that England^s sun 

(Like England's self, these spendthrift days) 

Hb stock of wealth hath near outrun, 
And must retrench his golden rays, — 

Pay for the pride of sunheams past, 

And to mere moonshine come at last? 

« Calumnious thought!)) lanthe cries, 

While coming mirth lit up each glance, 
And, prescient of the hall, her eyes 

Already had begun to dance : 
For brighter sun than that which now 

Sparkled o^er London's spires and towers, 
Had never bent from heaven his brow 

To kiss Firenxe's City of Flowers. 

What must it be — if thus so fair 

'Mid the smoked groves of Grosvenor Square- 

What must it be where Thames is seen 

Gliding between his banks of green? 

While rival villas, on each side, 

Peep from their bowers to woo his tide, 

And, like a Turk, between two rows 

Of Harem beauties, on he goes : 
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A Lover, lov^ for ev'n the grace 

With which he slides from their emhrace. 

In one of those enchanted domes, 

One, the most flowery, cool, and bright, 
By which that lingering river roams, 

The F^te is to be held to night, — 
That Fete, already link'd to fame. 

Whose cards in many a fair-one's sight 
When, look'd for long, at last they came, 

Seem'd circled with a fairy light; — 
That Fete to which the cull, the flower 
Of England's beauty, rank, and power. 
From the young spinster, just come out, 

To the old Premier, too long in, — 
From legs of far-descended gout, 

To the last new-mustachio'd chin. 
All were convoked by Fashion's spells 
To the small circle where she d wells : 
Collecting nightly, to allure us. 

Gay atoms, which, together hurl'd* 
She, like another Epicurus, 

Sets dancing thus, and calls a the World, » 
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Behold ! how busy in those bowers, 

Like May-flies, in and out of flowers, 

The countless menials swarming run, 

To furnish forth, ere set of sun. 

The banquet-table, richly laid 

Beneath yon awning's lengthened shade. 

Where fruits shall tempt, and wines entice; 

And Luxury's self, at Gunter's call. 
Breathe from her summer tlirone of ice 
' A spirit of coolness over all. 

And now the important hour drew nigh, 
When, 'neath the flush of evening's sky, 
AU.London^s world for mirth let loose. 
And moved, — as he of Syracuse 
Ne'er dreamt of moving worlds, — by force 
Of four-horse power, were, like the wind, 
Through Grosvenor-Gate to speed their course, 
Leaving that portion of mankind 
Whom they call « Nobody » behind ; — 
No star for London's feasts to day. 
No moon of beauty, new this May, 
To lend the night her crescent ray : — 
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Nothing, in short, for ear or eye. 

But veteran belles, and wits gone by, — 

The relics of a past beau-monde, 

A world, like Cuvier's, long dethroned ! 

Ev'n Parliament, this evening, nods 

Beneath th' harangues of minor gods, 

On half its usual opiates' share; 
The great dispensers of repose, 
The first-rate furnishers of prose, 

Being all calPd to — prose elsewhere. 

Soon as through Grosvenor's lordly square, — 

That last impregnable redoubt 
Where, guarded with Patrician care. 

Good ancient Error still holds out ; 
Where never gleam of gas must dare 

Against Old Darkness to revolt. 
Nor smooth Macadam hope to spare 

The dowagers one single jolt:— 
Where, far too stately and sublime 
To profit by the lights of time,* 

* I am not certain whether the inhabitants of this Square have 
yet yielded to the innovations of Gas and Police, but at the time 
when the above lines were written, they still obstinately persevered 
in their old rdgime. 
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Let intellect inarch how it wiU, 
'JThey stick to oil and watchmen still : 
Soon as throug;h that illustrious square 

The first epistolary hell, 
Sounding hy fits upon the air, 

Of parting pennies rung the knell ; 
Wam'd hy that tell-tale of the hours, 

And by the daylight's westering beam, 
Tlie young lanthe, who, with flowers 

Half crown'd, had sat in idle dream 
Before her glass, scarce knowing where 
Her fingers roved through that bright hair, 
While, all capriciously, she now 
Dislodged some curl from her white brow. 
And now again replaced it there ; — 
As though her task was meant to be 
One endless change of ministry, — 
A routing-up of Loves and Graces, 
But to plant others in their places. 

Meanwhile, what strain is that which floats 
Through the small boudoir near — like notes 
Of some young bird, its task repeating 
For the next linnet music-meeting? 
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A voice it was, whose gentle sounds 

Still kept a modest octave's bounds. 

Nor yet had ventured to exalt 

Its rash ambition to 6 alt ; 

That point towards which when ladies rise. 

The wise man takes his hat and flies. 

Tones of a harp, too, lightly play'd. 

Came with this youthful voice communing; 
Tones true, for once, without the aid 

Of that most penal process, tuning, — 
That process which must oft have given 

Poor Milton's ears a deadly wound. 
So pleased, among the joys of heaven 

He specifies « harps ever tuned. »* 
She who now sung this gentle strain 

Was our young nymph's still younger sister,- 
Scarce ready yet for Fashion's train 

In their light legions to enlist her. 
But counted on as sure to bring 
Her force into the field next spring. 

• « . . . . Their golden harps they took — 

Harps ever tuned » 

Paradise Lost, Book 3. 
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The song she thus, like Juhal's shell, 
Gave forth a so sweetly and so well,n 
Was one in Morning Post much famed. 
From a divine collection, named 

a Songs of the Toilet ;» — every Lay 
Taking for subject of its Muse 

Some branch of feminine array^ 
Some item with full scope to chuse, 
From diamonds down to dancing-shoes; 
From the last hat that Herbault's hands 

Bequeathed to an admiring world, 
Down to the latest flounce, that stands 
Like Jacob's Ladder — or expands 

Far forth, tempestuously unfurl'd. 

Speaking of one of these new Lays, 
The Morning Post thus sweetly says : — 
u Not all that breathes from Bishop's lyre, 

« That Bajnett dreams, or Cooke conceives, 
c( Can match for sweetness, strength, or fire, 

u This fine Cantata upon Sleeves, 
a The very notes themselves reveal 

« The cut of each new Sleeve so well ; 
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« A flat betrays the imbecilles* 

a Light fugues the flying lappets tell ; 
a While rich cathedral chords awake 
(( Our homage for the Manches d'flv^que. » 

T was the first opening song — the Lay 
Of all least deep in toilet-lore, 

That the young nymph, to while away 
The tiring-hour, thus warbled o'er. 



SONG. 



I. 



Array thee, love ! array thee, love ! 

In all thy best array thee ; 
The sun's below — the moon's above — 

And Night and Bliss obey thee. 
Put on thee all that's bright and rare — 

The zone, the wreath, the gem ; 
Not so much gracing charms so fair. 

As borrowing grace from them. 

* The name given to those large sleeves that haog loosely. 
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Array thee, love ! array thee, love ! 

In all that's hrig^ht array thee; 
The sun 's below — the moon 's above— 

And Night and Bliss obey thee. 

2. 

Put on the plumes thy lover gave — 

The plumes that, proudly dancing, 
Proclaim to all, where'er they wave. 

Victorious eyes advancing. 
Bring forth the robe, whose hue of heaven 

From thee derives such light, 
Tliat Iris would give all her seven 

To boast but one so bright. 
Array thee, love ! array thee, love ! 

In all that 's bright array thee ; 
The sun 's below — the moon 's above — 

And Night and Bliss obey thee. 

3. 

Now hie thee, love ! now hie tliee, love ! 

Through pleasure's circles hie thee. 
And hearts, where'er thy footsteps niovt?, 

Will beat, when they come nigh thee. 
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Thy every word shall be a spell, 

Thy every look a ray ; 
And tracks of wondering eyes shall tell 

The glory of thy way ! 
Now hie thee, love ! now hie thee, love ! 

Through pleasure's circles hie thee; 
And hearts, where'er thy footsteps move, 

^hall beat when they come nigh thee. 



Now, in his Palace of the West 

Sinking to slumber, the bright Day, 
Like a tired monarch, fanned to rest 

'Mid the cool airs of evening, lay ; 
While round his couch's golden rim 

The gaudy clouds, like courtiers, crept, -^ 
Struggling each other's light to dim, 

And'catch his last smile ere he slept. 
How gay, as o'er the gliding Thames 

The golden eve its lustre pour'd, 
Shone out the high-born knights and dames^ 

Now grouped around that festal board ! 
A living mass of plumes and flowers, 
As they had robb'd both birds and bowers— 
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A peopled rainbow, swarming]; throug;h 
With habitants of every hue : 

"While, as the sparkling grape of France 
High in the crystal brimmers flow'd. 

Each sunset ray that, mix'd by chance 
With the wine's diamonds, show'd 

How sunbeams may be taught to dance. 
If not in written form exprest, 
T was known^ at least, to every guest, 
That though not bidden to parade 
Their scenic powers in masquerade 
(A pastime little found to' thrive 

In the bleak fog of England's skies. 
Where wit 's the thing we best contrive, 

On such occasions, to disguise). 
It yet was hoped— and well that hope 

Was answer'd by the young and gay. 

That, in the toilet's task to-day, 
Fancy should take her wildest scope ; 
That the rapt milliner should be 
Let loose through fields of poesy ; 
The tailor, in inventive trance. 

Up to the heights of Epic clamber. 
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And all the regions of Romance 

Be ransack'd by the femme de chambre. 

Accordingly, with gay Sultanas, 
Rebeccas, Sapphos, Rosalanas — 
Circassian slaves, whom Love would pay 

Half his maternal realms to ransom ; — 
Young nuns, whose chief religion lay 

In looking most profanely handsome ! 
Muses in muslin — pastoral maids, 
AVith hats from the ^rcade^ian shades ; 
And fortune-tellers — rich, 't was plain. 
As fortune-hunters, formed their train. 

With these, and more such female groups, 

Were mix'd no less fantastic troops 

Of male exhibitors — all willing 

To look, even more than usual, killing ; 

Beau tyrants, smock-faced braggadocios, 

And brigands, charmingly ferocious; 

Grave friars (staunch No-Popery men), 

In close confab with whig Caciques ; 
And M.P. Turks, all Moslem then. 

Who last night voted for the Greeks, 



y 
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But where is she, the nymph whom late 

We left before her glass, delaying 
Like Eve, when by the lake she sate, 

In the clear wave her charms surveying, 
And saw in that first glassy mirror 
The first fair face that lured to error? 
u Where is she,» ask'st thou? — watch all looks, 

As centering to one point they bear, 
Like sun-flowers, by the sides of brooks 

Turn'd to the sun — and she is there. 
Ev'n in disguise, oh! never doubt 
By her own light you 'd track her out : 
As when the moon, close shawl'd in fog. 
Steals, as she thinks, through heaven incog. 
Though hid herself, some sidelong ray, 
At every step, detects her way. 

But not in dark disguise to-night 

Hath our young heroine veiFd her light; 

For see ! she walks the earth, liOve's own. 
His wedded bride, by holiest vow 

Pledged in Olympus, and made known 
To mortals by the type which now 
Hangs glittering on her snowy brow — 
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That butterfly, mysterious trinket, 

Which means the Soul (though few would think it), 

And sparkling thus on brow so white, 

Tells us we've Psyche here to-night ! 

But hark ! some song hath caught her ears — 

And lo, how pleased ! as though she 'd ne'er 
Heard the Grand Opera of the Spheres, 

Her goddess-ship approves the air, 
And to a mere terrestrial strain. 
Inspired by nought but pink champagne, 

Her butterfly as gaily nods 
As though she sate, w ith all her train, 

At some great concert of the Gods, 
With Phoebus, leader — Jove, director, 
And half the audience drunk with nectar. 

From a male group the carol came — 

A few gay youths, whom round the board 

The last-tried flask's superior fame 
Had lured to taste the tide it pour'd ; 

And one, who, from his youth and lyre, 

Seem'd grandson to the Teian sire. 

Thus gaily sung, while^ to his lay. 
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Less and still less, like dying; day, 
The flask's rich radiance ebb'd away. 



SONG. 



I. 



Some mortals there may be, so wise, or so fine. 
As in evenings like this no enjoyment to see ; 
But as / 'm not particular — wit, love, and wine. 

Are for one night's amusement sufficient for me. 
Nay, — humble and strange as my tastes may 
appear, — 
If driv'n to the worst, I could manage, thank 
heaven ! 
To put up with eyes such as beam round me here, 
And with wine such as this is, six days out of 
seven. 
So pledge me a bumper — your sages profound 
May be blest, if they will, on their own patent 
plan: 
But as we are not sages, Avhy — send the cup round — 
We must only be happy the best way we can. 

I. 
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2. 



A reward by some king was once offer'd, we 're told, 
To whoe'er could invent a new bless for mankind. 
But talk of new pleasuj:*es ! — g^ive me but the old, 
And I'll leave your inventors all new ones they 
find. 
Or should I in quest of fresh realms of bliss, 
Set sail in thepinnace of Fancy some day, 
Let the rich rosy sea I embark on be this, 

And such eyes as we 've here be the stars of 
my way! 
In the mean time, a bumper — your Angels, on 
high. 
May have pleasures unknown to life's limited 
span; 
But as we are not Angels, why — let the flask fly, 
We must only be happy all ways that we can. 



Now nearly fled was sunset's light. 
Leaving but so much of its beam 

As gave to objects, late so bright. 
The colouring of a shadowy dream; 
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And there was still , where Day had set, 

A flush that spoke him loth to die — 
A last link of his gflory, yet 

Binding together earth and sky. 
Oh ! why is it that twilight hest 
Becomes even hrows the loveliest? 
That dimness, with its softening touch, 

Can hring out grace, unfelt before. 
And charms we ne'er can see too much, 

When seen but half^ enchant the more! 
Why is it, but that every joy 
In fulness finds its worst allov« 
And half a bliss, but hoped or guess'd, 
Is sweeter than the whole possess'd ? — 
That Beauty, dimly shone upon, 

A creature all ideal grows; 
And there's no light from moon or sun 

Like that Imagination throws? — 
Why is it, but that Fancy shrinks 

Even from a bright reality, 
And, turning inly, feels and thinks 

Far heavenlier things than e'er will be? 
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Such was th' effect of twilight's hour 

On the fair groups that, round and round, 
From glade to grot^ from bank to bower, 

Now wander'd through this fairy ground ; 
And thus did Fancy (and champagne) 

Work on the sight their dazzling spells, 
Till nymphs that look'd, at noon-day, plain, 

Now brightened in the gloom, to belles; 
And the brief interval of time, 

Twixt after dinner and before. 
To dowagers brought back their prime, 

And shed a halo round two-score. 

Meanwhile, new pastimes for the eye. 

The ear, the fancy, quick succeed ; 
And now along the waters fly 

Light gondoles, of Venetian breed, 
With knights and dames, who, calm reclined. 

Lisp out love-sonnets as they glide. 
Astonishing old Thames, to find 

Such doings on his moral tide. 

So bright was still that tranquil river, 
AVith the last beam from daylight's quiver, 
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That many a group, in turn, were seen 

Embarking on its wave serene; 

And, 'mong the rest, in chorus gay, 
A band of mariners from th' isles 
Of sunny Greece, all song and smiles, 

As smooth they floated, to the play 

Of their oars' cadence, sung this lay. 



TRIO. 



I. 



Our home is on the sea, boy, 
Our home is on the sea— - 

When Nature gave 

The ocean-wave. 
She mark'd it for the Free. 
Whatever storms befall, bov, 
Whatever storms befall, 

The island bark 

Is Freedom's ark, 
And floats her safe through all. 
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2. 

Behold yon sea of isles, boy, 
Behold yon sea of isles, 
Where every shore 
Is sparkling^ o'er 
With Beauty's richest smiles. 
For lis hath Freedom claim'd, boy, 
For us hath Freedom claim'd 
Those ocean-nests 
Where Valour rests 
His eagle winQ untamed. 

3. 

And shall the Moslem dare, boy, 
And shall the Moslem dare, 

While Grecian hand 

Can wield a brand. 
To plant his Crescent there? 
No — by our fathers ! no, boy, 
No, by the Cross we show — 

From Maina's rills 

To Thracia's hills. 
All Greece re-echoes « No !» 
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Like pleasant thoughts, that o'er the mind 

A minute come, and go again, 
Ev'n so hy snatches, in the wind. 

Was caught and lost that choral strain, — 
Now full, now faint upon the ear, 
As the hark floated far or near. 
At len^^h, when lost, the closing note 

Had down the waters died along, 
Forth from another fairy-hoat, 

Frei(jhted with music, came this song : — 



SONG. 



I. 



Smoothly flowing through verdant vales, 

Gentle river ! thy current runs, 
Sheltered safe from winter gales. 

Shaded cool from summer suns : 
Thus our Youth's sweet moments glide, 

Fenced with flowery shelter round ; 
No rude tempest wakes the tide, 

All its path is fairy ground. 
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2. 



But, fair river ! the day will come, 

When, woo'd by whispering groves in vain, 
Thou 'It leave those banks, thy shaded home, 

To mingle with the stormy main. 
And thou, sweet youth ! too soon wilt pass 

Into the world's unsheltered sea : 
Where, once thy wave hath mix'd, alas ! 

All hope of peace is lost for thee. 

Next turn we to the gay saloon, 
Resplendent as a summer noon, 

Where, 'neath a pendent wreath of lights, 
A Zodiac of flowers and tapers 
(Such as in Russian ball-rooms sheds 
Its glory o'er young dancers' heads ) — 

Quadrille performs her mazy rites. 
And reigns supreme o'er curls and capers ; — 
Working to death each opera strain. 

As with a foot that ne'er reposes. 
She jigs through sacred and profane, 

From a Maid and Magpie, » up to « Moses ;»* 

In England the partition of this opera of Rossini vas trans- 
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Wearing out tunes as fast as shoes, 

Till-^agg'd Rossini scarce respires ; 
Till Mayerbeer for mercy sues, 

And Weber at her feet expires. • 

And now the set hath ceasedtbe bows 
Of fiddlers taste a brief repose, 
While, light along the painted floor, 

Arm within arm, the couples stray, 
Talking their stock of nothings o'er. 

Till nothing 's left, at last, to say. 
When, lo ! most opportunely sent — 

Two Exquisites, a he and she. 
Just brought from Dandy-land, and meant 

For Fashion's grand Menagerie, 
Enterd the room — and scarce were there. 
When all flock'd round them, glad to stare 
At any monsters, any where. 

Among the critics, as is common, a 
Difference rose 'bout these phenomena. 

ferred to the story of Peter the Hermit ; by which means the in. 
deconun of giving such names as « Moise,* ■ Pharaon,* etc. (as 
was done in Paris) to the dances selected from it, has been 
avoided. 



>•/, 
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Some thought them perfect, to their tastes ; 
While others hinted that the waists 
(That, in particular, of the he thing) 
Ijeft far too ample room for breathing : 
^Vhereas, to meet these critics' wishes. 

The isthmus there should be so small, 
That Exquisites, at last, like fishes, 

Must manage not to breathe at all. 
The female (these same critics said), 

Though orthodox from toe to chin, 
Yet wanted that due width of head. 

To hat of toad-stool much akin, — 
That build of bonnet, whose extent 
Should, like a doctrine of dissent, 

Puzzle church doors to let it in : — 
'Nor half had reach'd the pitch sublime 
To which true toques and burets climh. 
Leading, — like lofty Alps, that throw 

O'er minor Alps their shadowing sway, — 
garth's humbler bonnets far below. 

To poke through life their fameless way. 

However, — sad as 't was, no doubt. 
That nymph so smart should go about 
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With head unconscious of the place 

It ought to fill in Infinite Space — 

Yet all allowM that, of her kind, 

A prettier show 't was hard to find ; 

While of that doubtful genus, k dressy men,n 

The male was thought a first-rate specimen. 

Such savanSy too, as wish'd to trace 

The manners, habits, of this race — 

To know what rank (if rank at all) 

'Mong reasoning things to these should fall — 

What sort of notions Heaven imparts 

To high-built heads, and tight-laced hearts— 

And how far Soul, which, Plato says, 

Abhors restraint, can act in stays — 

Had now, if gifted with discerning, 

Full opportunities of learning : 

As these two creatures, from their pout 

And frown, 't was plain, had just falPh out, 

And all their little thoughts, of course, 

Were stirring in full fret and force ; — 

Like mites, through microscope espied, 

A world of nothings magnified. 

But mild the vent such beings seek 
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The tempest of their souls to speak 
As Opera swains to fiddles si^, 
To fiddles fight, to fiddles die, 
Even so this tender couple set 
Their wdl-bred woes to a duet. 



WALTZ DUET.* 



HE. 



Long as I waltzed with only thee, 
Each blissful Wednesday that went by, 

Nor stylish Stultz, nor neat Nu(jee 
Adom'd a youth so blest as L 
Oh ! ah ! ah ! oh ! 

Those happy days are gone — heigho ! 



SHE. 



Long as with thee 1 skimm'd the ground, 
Nor yet was scorned for Lady Jane, 



* It is hardly necessary to remind the reader, that this duet is 
a parody of the often translated and parodied ode of Horace, 
' Donee gratus eram tibi,» etc. 
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No blither nymph tetotum'd round 
To Gollinet's immortal strain. 
Oh! ah! ah! oh! 
Those happy days are gone — heigho ! 

HE. 

With Lady Jane now whirFd about, 
I know no bounds of time or breath ; 

And should the charmer's head hold out. 
My heart and heels are hers till death. 
Oh! ah! ah! oh! 

Still round and round through life we 11 go. 

SHE. 

To Lord Fitznoodle's eldest son, 

A youth renowned for waistcoats smart, 

1 now have given ( excuse the pun) 
A vested interest in my heart. 
Oh! ah! ah! oh! 

Still round and round with him 1 11 go. 

HE. 

What if, by fond remembrance led 
Again to wear our mutual chain, 
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For me thou cat'st Fitznoodle dead, 
And I levant from Lady Jane, 
Oh! ah! ah! oh! 
Still round and round again we '11 go. 



SHE. 

Though he the Noodle honours give, 

And thine, dear youth ! are not so high, 
With thee in endless waltz I 'd live, 
With thee, to Weber's Stop-waltz, die ! 
Oh! ah! ah! oh! 
Thus round and round through life we 11 go. 

[Exeunt umltzing. 



While thus, like motes that dance away 
Existence in a summer ray. 
These gay things, born but to quadrille. 
The circle of their doom fulBl, — 
That dancing doom, whose law decrees 

That they should live, on the alert toe, 
A life of ups-and-downs, like keys 

Of Broad wood's in a long concerto: — 
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While thiis the fiddle's spell, xvithiriy 
Calls up its realm of restless sprites, 

fVithout, — as if some Mandarin 

Were holding there his Feast of Lights, — 

Lamps of all hues, from walks and howers, 

Broke on the eye like kindling flowers, 

Till, hudding into light, each tree 

Bore its full fruit of hrillianey. 

Here shone a garden, — lamps all o'er, 

As though the spirits of the air 
Had tak'n it in their heads to pour 

A shower of summer meteors there; — 
While here a lighted shrubbery led 

To a small lake, that sleeping lay 
Cradled in foliage, — but, o'erhead^ 

Open to heaven's sweet breath and ray ; 
While round its rim there burning stood 

Lamps, with young flowers beside them bedded, 
That shrunk from such warm neighbourhood. 
And, looking bashful in the flood, 

Blush'd to behold themselves so wedded. 

Hither to this sweet place of calm. 
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Fit but for nights whcwe air is balm, 

Whose light so gladsome shines aloft,* ' 

That ev^n the dew refrains from weepuig, 
And every breath that comes is soft 

And pare as that of inftmts sleeping : 
Nights sudi as Eld en's calm recall 
In its first lonely hour, — when all 

So Client is, below, on high, 

That if a star falls down the sky, 
Yon almost think you hear it fall ! 
Hither, to this retreat, a few, 

To shun the dancers' wildering noise 
And give an hour, ere the night flew, 

To music's more ethereal joys, 
Came, with their voices, — willing aU, 
Like Echo, waiting for a call, — 
In hymn or ballad, diige or glee. 
To weave their mingling miostrelsy. 

And first a dark-eyed nym^h — array'd 
Like her, whom Art hath deathless made. 
Bright Mona Lisa,* — with that braid 

The celebrated portrait by Leonardo da Vinci, which he i$ 
«aid to have occupied four years in painting. 
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Of hair across the brow, and one 
SIhall ^em that in the centre shone, — 
With face, too, in its form resembling^ 

Da Vinci's beauties — the dark eyes. 
Now lucid, as through crystal trembling, 

Now soft as if suffused with sighs — 
Her lute, that hung beside her, took 
And, bending o'er it with shy look. 
More beautiful, in shadow thus, 
Than when with life most luminous, 
Pass'd her light fingers o'er the chords. 
And sung to them these mournful words : — ■ 



SONG. 



Bring hither, bring thy lute, while day is dying : — 
Here will 1 lay me, and list to thy song ; 

Should tones of other days mix with its sighing, 
Tones of a light heart, now banish'd so long^ ' 

Chase them away, — they bring but pain, 

And let thy theme be woe again. 
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Sin^ on, thou mournful lute — day is fast going, 
Soon will its light from thy chords die away; 

One little gleam in the west is still glowing, 
When that hath yanish'd, farewell to thy lay ! 

Mark, how it fades! — see, it is fled I 

Now, sweet lute, he thou, too, dead. 



The group that, late, in garb of Greeks, 

Sung their light chorus o'er the tide, — 
Forms, such as up the wooded creeks 

Of Helle's shore at noon-day glide. 
Or nightly, on her glistening sea. 
Woo the bright waves with melody, — 
Now link'd their triple league again 
Of voices sweet, and sung a strain 
Such as, had Sappho's tuneful ear 

But caught it, on the fatal steep, 
She would have paused, entranced, to hear, 

And, for that day, deferr'd her leap. 
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SONG AND TRIO. 



I. 



On one of those sweet nights that oft 
Their lustre o'er th' M^ean fling;, 

Beneath my casement, low and soft, 
I heard a Leshian lover sing; 

And, listening hoth with ear and thought, 

These sounds upon the night-hreeze caught- 
M Oh, happy as the Gods is he, 
u Who gazes at this hour on thee!» 

2. 

The song was one hy Sappho sung 
In the first love-dreams of her lyre, 

When i^ords of passion from her tongue 
Fell like a shower of living fire. 

And still at close of every strain, 

I heard these burning words again — 
u Oh, happy as the Gods is he, 
u Who listens at this hour to thee !» 
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Once more to Mona Lisa tum'd 

E^ch asking eye, — nor tum'd in vain; 

Though the quick, transient blush that bum'd 
Bright o'er her cheek, and died again, — 
JfciVr flushes Evening wears, when shy 

'She meets the sun's too ardent eye, — 

Show'd with what inly shame and fear 

Was utter'd what all loved to hear. 

Yet not to sorrow's languid lay 
Did she her lute-song now devote; 

But thus, with voice that, like a ray 
Of southern sunshine seem'd to float, 
So rich with climate was each note, — 

Gall'd up in every heart a dream 

Of Italy with this soft theme : — 



SONG. 

Oh where art thou dreaming. 
On land, or on sea? 

In my lattice is gleaming 

The watch-light for thee; 
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And this fond heart is glowing 

To welcome thee home, 
And the night is fast going, 
But thou art not come : 
Thou com'st not, — No, thou comV not ! 

'T is the time when night-flowers 

Should wake from their rest; 
'T is the hour of all hours. 

When the lute murmurs hest : 
But the flowers are half sleeping 

Till thy glances they see. 
And the hush'd lute is keeping 

Its music for thee : 
Yet thou com'st not, — No, thou com'st not ! 

Scarce had the last word left her lip, 
When a light boyish ^orm, with trip 
Fanta^c, up the green walk came. 
Pranked in gay vest, to which the flame • 
Of every lamp he pass'd, or blue. 
Or green, or crimson, lent its hue ; 
As though a live cameleon's skin 
He had despoiFd, to robe him in. 
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A zone he wore of clattering shells; 

And from his lofty cap, where shone 
A peacock's plume, there dangled bells, 

That rung as he came dancing on. 
Close after him, a page, — in dress 
And shape, his miniature express, — 
An ample basket, fiU'd with store 
Of toys and trinkets, laughing bore; 
Till, having reach'd this verdant seat. 
He laid it at his master's feet. 
Who, half in speech and half in song, 
Chaunted this invoice to the throng : — 



SONG. 

Who 'U buy? 't is Folly's shop, who 'U buy?— 

We 've toys to suit all ranks and ages ; 
Beside our usual fools' supply, 

We 've lots of playthings, too, for sages. 
For reasoners here 's a juggler's cup, 

That fullest seems when nothing 's in it ; 
And nine-pins set, like systems, up. 

To be knock'd down the following minute. 
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Who '11 buy? 't is Folly's shop, who '11 buy?— 
We 've toys to suit all ranks and ag^es; 

Beside our usual fools' supply, 

We've lots of playthiugfs, too, for sages. 

Gay caps we here of foolscap make. 

For bards to wear in dog-day weather; 
Or bards the bells alone may take, 

And leave to wits the cap and feather : 
Tetotums we 've for patriots got. 

Who court the mob with antics humble; 
Alike their short and dizzy lot, 

A glorious spin and then — a tumble. 
Who '11 buy? 't is Folly's shop, who '11 buy ?— 

We' ve toys to suit all ranks and ages; 
Beside our usual fools' supply, 

We 've lots of playthings, too, for sages. 

Here misers may their bones inter 
In shrouds of neat post-obit paper; 

While, for their heirs, we 've quicksilver 
That, fast as heart can wish, will caper. 

For aldermen we 've dials true. 

That tell no hour but that of dinner; 
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For courtly parsons sermons new, 
That suit alike both saint and sinner. 

Who 11 buy ? H is FoUy^s shop, who 11 buy ?— 
We Ve toys to suit all ranks and ages; 

fieside our usual fools^ supply. 

We Ve lots of plaything too, for sages. 

No time we Ve now to name our terms. 

But whatsoe'er the whims that seize you, 
This oldest of all mortal firms. 

Folly and Co., will try to please you. 
Or should you wish a darker hue 

Of goods than we can recommend you, 
Why then, — as we with lawyers do, — 

To Knavery's shop, next door, we 11 send ypu. 
Who 11 buy? 't is Folly's shop, who 11 buy?~ 

We 've toys to suit all ranks and ages ; 
Beside our usual fools' supply. 

We 've lots of playthings, too, for sages. 



While thus the blissful moments roU'd, 

Moments of rare and fleeting light, 
That, here and there, their gleams unfold 
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In this dark world, — like grains of gold 
In the mine's refuse, — few and bright; 

Behold ! where, opening far away, 
The long conservatory's range. 

Stripped of the flowers it wore all day, 
But gaining lovelier in exchange. 

Presents, on Dresden's costliest ware, 

A supper such as Gods might share. 

Ah much loved supper! blithe repast 

Of other times, now dwindling fast. 

Since Dinner far into the night 

Advanced the march of appetite; 

Deployed his never-ending forces 

Of various vintage and three courses. 

And, like those Goths who play'd the dickens 

With Rome and all her sacred chickens, 

Put supper and her fowls so white, 

Legs, wings, and drumsticks, all to flight. 

Now waked once more by wine, — whose tide 

Is the true Hippocrene, where glide 

The Muse's swans with happiest wing. 

Dipping their bills before they sing, — 

2. 
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The Minstrels of the table g^eet 

The listening ear with descant sweet.- 



-^ 



SONG AND TRIO. 



THE LEVER AND GOUCHER. 



I. 

Gall the Loves around 1 
Let the whispVing sound 
Of their wings be heard alone, 
Till soft to rest 
My Lady blest 
At this bright hour hath gone. 
Let Fancy's beams 
Play o'er her dreams, 
Till, touch'd with light all through, 
Her spirit be 
Like a summer sea, 
Shining and slumbering too. 
And while thus hush'd she lies. 
Let the whisper'd chorus rise — 
u Good evening, good evening, to our Lady's bright 
eyes.)) 
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But the day-beam breaks ; 

See, our Lady "wakes ! 
Call the Loves around once more, — 

Like stars that wait 

AtJVIorning's gate, 
Her first steps to adore. 

Let the veil of night 

From her dawning sight 

t 

All gently pass away, 
Like mists that flee 
From a summer sea, 
Leaving it full of day. 
And while her last dt^am flies, 
Let the whisper'd chorus rise — 
» Good morning, good morning, to our Lady's 
bright eyes.» 

SONG. 

If to see thee be to love thee. 

If to love thee be to prize. 
Nought of earth or heav'n above thee. 

Nor to live but for those eyes ; 
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If soch loTe, to mortal giTen, 
fie wrong to earth — be wrong to heaTen, 
T is not for thee the fanh to blame, 
For from those eves the madness came. 
For^ve but thou the crime of loving, 

In this heart more pride H will rai%e 
To be thus wrong, with thee approving, 

Than right, with all a world to praise! 



but say, while light these songs resound. 

What means that buz of whispering round 

From lip to lip, — as if the power 

Of Mystery, in this gay hour, 

Had thrown some secret (as we fling 

Nuts among children) to that ring 

Of rosy, restless lips, to be 

Thus scrambled for so wantonly? 

And, mark ye, still as each reveals 

The mystic news, her hearer steals 

A look towards yon enchanted chair. 

Where, like the Lady of the masque, 
A nymph, as exquisitely fair 

As Love himself for bride could ask, 
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Sits blushing deep, as if aware 
Of the wing'd secret circling there : 
Who is this nymph? and what, O Muse ! 

What, in the name of all odd things 
That woman's restless brain pursues, 

What mean these mystic whisperings? 
Thus runs the tale : — yon blushing maid 
Who sits in beauty's light array'd, 
Wbile o'er her leans a tall young Dervise, 
Who from her eyes, as all observe, is 
Learning by heart the marriage service, 
Is the bright heroine of our song, 
The love-wed Psyche, whom so long 
We 've miss'd among this mortal train, 
We thought her wing'd to heaven again. 

But no, — earth still demands her smile; 
Her friends, the gods^ must wait a while. 
And if, for maid of heavenly birth, 

A young Duke's proffer'd heart and hand 
Re things worth waiting for on earth, 

Both are, this hour, at her command. 
To-night in yonder half-lit shade, 

For love-concerns expressly meant. 
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The fond proposal first was made, 

And love and silence blush'd consent. 
Parents and friends — all here, as Jews^ 
Enchanters, house-maids, Turks, Hindoos- 
Have heard, approved, and blest the tie ; 
And now, hadst thou a poet's eye, 
Thou might'st behold, in air, above 
That brilliant brow, triumphant Love, 
Holding, as if to drop it down 
Gently upon her curls, a crown 
Of Ducal shape, — but, oh, such gems ! 
Pilfer'd from Peri diadems, 
And set in gold like that which shines 
To deck the Fairy of the Mines : 
In short, a crown all-glorious, — such as 
Love orders when he makes a Duchess. 

But see, 't is morn in heaven ; the sun 

Up the bright orient hath begun 

To canter his immortal team ; 

And, though not yet arrived in sight, 

His leaders' nostrils send a steam 
Of radiance forth, so rosy bright 
As makes their onward path all light. 
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What 's to be done ? If Sol will be 

So deuced early, so must we ; 

And when the day thus shines outright, 

EVn dearest friends must bid good night. — 

So, farewell, scene of mirth and masking ! 

Now almost a bygone tale ; 
Beauties, late in lamp-light basking. 

Now, by daylight, dim and pale ; 
Harpers, yawning o'er your harps. 
Scarcely knowing flats from sharps ; 
Mothers who, while bored you keep 
Tune by nodding, nod to sleep ; 
Hieads of hair that stood last night 
Crepe, crispy, and upright. 
But have now, alas, one sees, a 
Leaning like the tower of Pisa : 
Fare ye well ! — Thus sinks away 

All that 's mighty, all that 's bright, 
Tyre and Sidon had their day, 

And even a Ball — has but its night. 
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PREFACE. 



The name of the country town, in England*^a .well-known 
fadiionable watering-place ^in which the events that gave rise 
to the following correspondence occurred, is, for obvious reasons, 
suppressed. The interest attached, however, to the fads and 
personages of the story, renders it independent of all time and 
place ; and when it is recollected that the whole train of romantic 
drcomstances so fully unfolded in these Letters has passed dur- 
ing the short period which has now elapsed since the great Meet- 
ings in Exeter Hall, due credit will, it is hoped, be allowed to 
the Editor for the rapidity with which he has brought the details 
before the Public ; while, at the same time, any errors that may 
have been the result of such haste will, he trusts, with equal 
consideration, be pardoned. 



THE 
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LETTER I. 

raOH PATRICK HAGAN, ESQ., TO THE REV. RICHARD , 

CURATE OF , IN IRELAND. 

Who d' ye think we' ve got here ?— quite reform'd from the giddy 

Fanta$tic young thing, that once made such a noise- 
Why, the famous Miss Fudge— that delectable Biddy, 

Whom you and I saw once at Paris, when boys, 
In the fidl blaze of bonnets, and ribands^ and airs,— 

Sdch a thing as no rainbow hath colours to paint; 
Ere time had reduced her to wrinkles and prayers. 

And the Flirt found a decent retreat in the Saint. 
Poor "Pa" hath popp'd off— gone, as Charity judges, 
To some choiice Elysium reserved for the Fudges; 
And Miss, with a fortune, besides expectations 
From some much-revered and much-palsied relations, 
Now wants but a husband, with requisites meet, — 
Age thirty, or thereabouts— stature six feet, 
And warranted godly,— to make all complete. 
Nota hene—'dL Churchman would suit, if he 's hiqh^ 
Bat Sodniatts or Catholics need not app\^ • 



fUDCB Dl EI6LAn>. 

\Vtei sn- TOIL Dkk? ^kiei n't this lonpt yoor ai^ 

I%e vlMik wnUi off Fudge, Ibal renown'd nuui off j^^ 
Al kNMAt IQ Ok >wii, fsr Ghardi competitkNi,— 
Sik I HI irii ■!! II J Mis Fudge to be taken therewith. 
Tlynk« my hor, for a cnnte bofw gloiioiis a catch ! 
WMcinslMdoffthetlioasands of souls yon Moir watdi, 
To sa^ Biddr Fodse's is all yoo need do; 
Amd ber parse will, meanwhile, be the saring off yoo. 
Ton may ad^^ Dick, how eomes it that I, a poor el^ ' 
Wantiw WBlW M ir ev^ more than yoor spiritoal sd^ 
ShooM tfhns generoQsly lay my own claims on the shelffy 
When. God knows! there ne*er was yoong gentleman yet 
So mndi ladL^ an old spinster to rid him from debt. 
Or had oogenlcr reasons than mine to assail her 
With lender krRe-smi,— at the suit off his tailor. 
Bat thereby there hangs a soft secr^ my friend, 
> Vhich thus to you- rererend breast I commend : — 

Miss Fndsehath a nieoe— sndi a creature !-^with eyes 
like those sparklers that peep oat from snmmer-nigfat skies 
At astronomers royal, and laogh with delight 
Toseeekkriy gentlemen spying aU night 
>Yhile her figure— oh, bring all the graoefoUest things 
That are borne throogfa the light air by iset or I7 wiqgs, 
Not a single new grace to that inrm coidd they teach, 
Which combines in itsdff the perfection off each ; 
While, rapid or slow, as her fury feet fidl. 
The mote music of symmetry modulates all. 

In short, ne'er was these creature more fMn^ lobewikfer 

like me, who off castles aAriai 
^sucfa) am, GodYie\^iBft\ ai>ndaec\ 
Eig each inaiisloaw^\!kiVj^w8P»^^^iws«A, 
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And now, to this nymph <tf the seraph-like eye, 
Letting oat, as you see, my first floor next the sky. (>) 
Bat, alas ! nothing 's perfieet oi earth,— even die, 

This dhiae little gipsy, does odd iMngs sometimes; 
Talks leaming^^^Qoks iBSe (rather painfal to see). 

Prints aflreartky in two county papers her rhymes; 
And raves^the sweet, dunrming, absurd little dear ! 
Ahont Amulets, Bi|oes, and Keepsakes, next year. 
In a manner which plainly bad symptoms portends 
Of that Annotl ftlve fit, so distnessmg to friends; 
A fit which, though lasting but one short edition. 
Leaves the patient hmg after in sad inafjition. 

However, let 's hope tor the best, — and, meanwhile, 
Be it mine strll to heisk in the niece's warm smile; 
While you, if you 're wise, Dick, will play the gallant 
(Uphill work, I confess) to her Saint of an Aunt. 
Think, my boy, for a youngster like you, who Ve a lack, 

Not indeed of rupees, but of all other specie, 
What Indk thus to find a kind witch at your back, 

An old goose with gold eggs, from all debts to release ye! 
Never mind, though the ^inster be reverend and thin. 

What are all the Three Graces to her Three per Gents. ? 
While her acres !— oh Dick, it don't matter one pin 

How she touches the affections, so you touch the rents; 
And Love never looks half so pleased as when, bless him, he 
Sings to an old lady's purse '^Open, Sesame." 

By the way, I 've just heard, in my walks, a report, 
Which, if true, will ensure for your visit some sport. 

{') That door wiuck a £icetiotts garrc^teer caSV^di ^^'Vi&'igs«EBAi« ^'cv 
9etceodaDt da del," 
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He, a Baptist Particular,— sAe, of some sect 

Not particular, I £ancy, in aey respeet; 

Bat desirous, poor thing, to be fed with the Word, 

And '< to wait," as she said, ^^ on Miss Fudge and the Lord." 

Well, my desr, of aR men, that Partiouiar Baptist 
At preaching a sermon, off hand, was the aptest; 
And, long as he staid, to do him justice, more rich in 
Sweet savours of doctrine, there nerer was kitchen. 
He preacfa'd in the parkrar, he preaeh'd in the hall. 
He prea<&'d to the diambermaids, scullions, and all. 

All heard with delight his reproyings of sin, 
But above all, the cook-maid;— oh, ne'er would ^e tire, — 
Though, in learning to save sinful souls from the fire, 

She would oft let the soles she was frying fell in. 
(God forgive me for punning on points thus of piety ! — 
A sad trick I 've leam'd in Bob's heathen society.) 
But ah ! there remains still the worst of my tale; 
Gome, asterisks, and help me the sad truth to veil,— 
Conscious stars, that at ev'n your own secret turn pale t 

¥ ¥ :# ]|i V 

♦ » ♦ ♦ ♦ 

In short, dear, this preaching and psalm-singing pair. 

Chosen "vessels of mercy," as I thought they were. 

Have together this last week eloped; making bold 

To whip off as much goods as both vessels could hold, — 

Not forgetting some scores of sweet Tracts from my shelves, 

Two Family Bibles as large as themselves. 

And besides, from the drawer,— I neglecting to lock it— 

""iMsl " Morning Manna, donft \xp fox thft pocket. " (' ) 

tfoming Manna, or Bntidi NcwfeAiooVii^i^xXl ^^* ^^V!.%« 



Was there e*er knowo a case so distressing, dear lii ? 
It has made me quite ill ^^and the worst of it is, 
When redoes are all pious, H is hard to detect 
Which rogues are the reprobate, which the elect. 
This man '^had a calU" he said,— impudent mockery ! 
What call had he to m|f linen and crockery ? 

I 'm now, and have been for this week past, in chase 
Of some godly young couple this pair to replace. 
The inclosed two announcements have just met my eyes. 
In that venerable Monthly where Saints advertise 
For such temporal comforts as this world supplies ; (') 
And the fruits of the Spirit are properly made 
An essential in every craft, calling, and trade. 

pocket," and chiefly intended to assist the members of the British 
Verse Association, whose design is, we are told, ^ to induce the inha- 
bitants of Great Britain and Ireland to commit one and the same verse 
of Scripture to memory every morning. Already, it is known, several 
thousand persons in Scotland, besides tens of thousands in America and 
Africa, are everjr morning Uaming the tame versed 

(>) The Evangelical Magazine. — A few specimens taken at random 
from the wrapper of this highly-esteemed periodical will fully justify 
the character which Miss Fudge has here given of it. *' Wanted, in a 
pious pawn-brok^'s family, an active lad ^ aQ apprentice*** '' Wanted, 
as housemaid, a young female who ha^ been hrovgbt to a saving 
knowledge of the truth." *' Wanted immediately, a man ol deeided 
piety, to assist in the baking business.*' '* A gentleman who under- 
stands the Wine Trade is desirous of entering into partnendup, etc etc. 
He is not desirous of being connected with any one whAse system 
of business is not of the strictest integrity as in the sight of God, and 
aeekg coaaectioa only with a truly ^oos maHi «i3^fiis CSooQ^dNEfiWBk. v 
DisiCDter, " 



Where the attonMy imiiiMi §m iii'pwiioc «ome yootfa 
Wh# Ins ^ lenf d 10 Ibv Goi «ii It iraik a the tnitfa ; ' 
Where iSbt maa^ra^ la aewA <rf4 l it j w i il l, declares 
Tim piT k no oiyecl, w die cui kn>e pnyen ; 
AaAHKEBtiiGdi'd Wiae Ciwiy mj famOtf gires OPt 
Hat Hie vMe 4if Hie ins, Gil. aai «ll, are devooL 



HafipyLoMdon! oaefBelK,>s one reads o'er the pages. 
Where Saints are so Bochmore ahmiifanr than sages; 
Where Parsons may soon he an laid OB die Ad^ 
As dAQt can cite dapter and verse jprhinwdfj 
And die smo«s foqncDters off maitet and dodi 
All lay in religion as part off thdr stock. (') 
Who can tell to irtiat lengths we may go on improving. 
When tfaas through all London the Spirit keeps moving, 

(«) According to die late Mr. Ining, there is even a peculiar form 
of theology, got op expressly for the mooey-oiarkeL ** I know how 
Ur wide,** he says, "of the mark my views of Christ's work in the flesh 
will be viewed bj diose who are working with die stock-jobbing 
theology of the religious world.** ** Let diese preachers,** he adds, 
" (for I will not call diem theologians,) cry up, broker-like, their 
article.** Morning Watch^ N® 3, 442—3. 

From the statement of another writer, in the same publicatiou, it 
would appear that the atock-brokers have even set up a new Divinity of 
their own. " This shows,** says the writer in question, " diat the doc- 
trine of the union between Christ and his members is quite as essential 
as that of substitution, by taking which latter alone the Stock- Exchange 
Divinity has been produced.'* — ^N** xo, p. 375. 

ancients, we know the money-market was provided with 
presiding De^ — " ^^» "Pccxbs^* ^1* «si ^asajeox w^- 
liantur ul pecumo» easeux." 
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And heaven 's so in vogue, that each shop advertisement 
Is now not so mnch for the earth as the skies meant ? 

P.S. 

Have mislaid the two paragraphs—can't stop to look, 

Bat both describe charming,— both footman and cook. 

She, " decidedly pious "—with pathos deplores 

The increase of French cookery and sin on our shores ; 

And adds — (while for fiirther accounts she refers 

To a great Gospel preacher, a cousin of hers), 

That '^ though some make their sabbaths mere raatter-of-fiin days, 

She asks but for tea and the Gospel, on Sundays." 

The footman, too, full of the true saving knowledge, — 

Has late been to Cambridge,— to Trinity College^ 

Served last a young gentleman, studying divinity, 

But left,— not approving the morals of Trinity. 

P.S. 

I inclose, too, according to promise, some scraps 
Of my Journal,— that day-book I keep of my heart; 

Where, at some little items (partaking, perhaps. 
More of earth than of heaven ), thy prudery may start, 
And suspect something tender, sly girl as thou art. 

For the present, I 'm mute— but, whate'er may befsdl. 

Recollect, dear, in Hebrews, xiii. 4, St. Paul 

Hath himself declared, '^ marriage is honourable in all." 



EXTRACTS FROM MY DIARY. 

Tried a new chdl6 gown on— ptelVj \ 
No one to see me in it— pity \ 
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Flew in « passioii with Friz, my maid : — 

The Lord forgive me !— she look'd dismayed; 

But got her to sing the 400th Psalm, 

While she corrd my hair, which made me calm. 

Nothing so soothes a Christian heart 

As saered mosie— hearenly art ! 



Tuesday. 

At two, a visit from Mr» Magan,-— 
A remarkably handsome nice young man ; 
And, all Hibernian though he be. 
As civilized, strange to say, as we! 

I own this young man's spiritual state 
Hath much engross'd my thoughts of late ; 
And I mean, as soon as my niece is gone, 
To have some talk with him thereupon. 
At present, I nought can do or say, 
But that troublesome child is in the way : 
Nor is there, I think, a doubt that he 

Would also her absence much prefier; 
As oft, while listening intent to me. 

He 's forced, from politeness, to lo<^ at her. 

Heigho !— what a blessing should Mr. Magan 
Turn out, after all, a " renewed** young man; 
And to me should Ml the task, on earth, 
To assist at the dear youth's second birth. 
Blest thought ! and, ah, more blest the tie, 
Were it Heaven's high will, ihat he and I — 
But I blush to write l\ie uui^^a\^«^— 
Should wed, as St-Pa\iV8a.^^,''Vx^^^^^V 
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Not this world's wedlock— gross, gallant, 
Bat pure,— as when Amram married his aunt. 

Our ages differ— but who would count 
One's natural sinful life's amount, 
Or look in the register's vulgar page 
For a regular twice-born Christian's age, 
Who, blessed privilege ! only then 
Begins to live when he's bom again. 
And, counting in this way,— let me see,— 
I myself but five years old shall be, 
And dear Magan, when the event takes place, 
An actual new-born child of grace, — 
Should Heaven in mercy so dispose,— 
A six-foot baby, in swaddling clothes. 

Wednesday. 

Finding myself, by some good fate, 

With Mr. Magan left tHe-Mitey 

Had just begun,— having stirr'd the fire, 

And drawn my chair near his, — to inquire 

What his notions were of Original Sin, 

When that naughty Fanny again bounced in; 

And all the sweet things I had got to say 

Of the Flesh and the Devil, were whisk'd away ! 

Much grieved to observe that Mr. Magan 
Is actually pleased and amused with Fan! 
What charms any sensible man can see 
In a child so foolishly young as she,— 
But just eighteen, come next May-da^^ 
With eyes, like herself, faW of wfttock^YwX^^s— 
l8, 1 own, an exceeding puzz\e Vo m^. 



LEETEat m. 



<SABOm: 



-tllHf • — ^^^ttJLT- — BOW? 

VTiir. jL -d]^ Inm hmr^ ^raJk'it tlMs ew oi^ 

Btodsnirif nrr luf osMfi^ «it)i dir In^ of shade — 



Hmm mimit Skipe diau ^mid these iowery scfnes, 
Glidesl hnide ne o'er exh snoBTspot, 

Sadd*iuD$ them as tboa ^oest,— sar, irtiat meaas 
So dark aa wQimcl to so bri^iht a lot, — 
Grim goblin. What? 

SciU, as toplock sweet flowers I bend my brow, 

Thoa bendest, too, — then risest wlien I rise; — 
Say, mn^imioiii Thing! how Wl that thoo 

me and thoee blessed skies,- 
diadow,Uo^? 
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(additional stanza, by another hand.) 

Thus said I to that Shape, far less in grudge 
Than gloom of soul, while, as I eager cried^ 

Oh why ? what? how?— a Voice, that one might judge 
To be some Irish echo's, faint replied 
All fiidge, fudge, fudge ! 

You have here, dearest Coz, my last lyric effusion ; 

And, with it, thatodions ^'additional stanza," 
Which Aunt will insist I must keep, as conclusion. 

And which, yod '11 at once see, is Mr. Magan'sj—a 
Mere part of that plot in which he and my Aunt are 
To stifle the flights of my genius by banter. 



Just so 't was with Byron's young eagle-eyed strain. 
Just so did they taunt him;— but vain, critics, vain 
All your efforts to saddle Wit's Are with a chain ! 
To blot out the splendour of Fancy's young stream. 
Or crop, in its cradle, her newly-fledged beam !!! 
Thou perceivest, dear, that, ev'n while these lines I indite , 
Thoughts burn, brilliant fancies break out, wrong or right, 
And I 'm.all over poet, in Criticism's spite ! 

That my Aunt, who deals only in Psalms, and regards 
Messrs. Sternhold and Co. as the first of all bards,— 
That she should make light of my works I can't blam^ 
But that nice, handsome, odious Magan— what a shame ! 
Do yon know, dear, that, high as on most points I rate him, 
I 'm really afraid— after all , I— must hate him. 
He is so provoking—nought 's safe from\i\& Xxm^^^^ 
He spares bo one authoress, ancient, or "^ovm^ . 
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Were yoa Sappho herself, and in Keepsake or Bijou 

Once shone as cootributOTy lord how he 'd quiz yoo ! 

He laoghs at all Monthlies,^!' ye actoally seen 

A sneer on his brow at the Court Magazine !-— 

While of WeeklieB, poor things, there 'shirt one be peruses, 

And bays erery book which that Weekly abuses. 

Bat I care not how others sadi saroann may fear, 

One spirit, at least, will nol bend to his sneer; 

And thou^ tried by the fire, my yoang genias shall bam as 

Uninjared as crucified gold in the furnace! 

(I suspect the word ''crucified" most be made '' craciUe," 

Before this fine image of mine is producible.) 

» 

And now, dear— to ten yoa a secret which, pray 

Only trust to such fri(»ids as with sitfbty yon may— 

You know, and, indeed the wh(^ country suspects 

(Though the editor often my best things rejects), 

That the verses signed so, \S^^ which yon now and then see 

In our County Gazette (vide Uut) are by me. 

But 't is dreadful to think what provoking mistakes 

The vile country press in one's prosody makes. 

For yon know, dear,— I may, without vanity, hint— 

Though an angel should write, still 'tis devils must print; 

And you can't think what havoc these demons sometimes 

Choose to make of one's sense, and, what 's worse, of one's rhymes. 

But a week or two since, m my Ode upon Spring, 

Which I meant to have made a most beautiful thing. 

Where I^k'd of the ''dewdropsfrom freshly-blowii roses," 

The nasty things made it '' from freshly-blown noses ! " 

And once when, to please my cross Annt, I had tried 

I'rate some saint of her dique^ who 'd jost died, 

he ^^ bad taken up V]i\ifi«H«GL\fiH& V^^V* 
it, he 'd '^ idtea up V>YieaLNQa\»ft\^l««sgaA'^ 
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This is very disheartening ;-*bat brighter days shine, 
I rejoice, love, to say, both for me and the Nine ; 
For, what do yoa think ?^80 deKghtful ! next year, 

Oh, prepare, dearest girl, for the grand news prepare,— 
I 'm to write in the Keepsake^^yes, Kitty, my dear. 

To write in the Keepsake, as sure as you 're there ! ! 
T' other night, at a ball, 't was my fortnnate chantee 
With a very nice elderly Dandy to dance, 
Who, 'twas plain, from some hints which Inow and then caught^ 
Was the author of something— one could nt tell what; 
But his satisfied manner left no room to doubt 
It was something that Golburn had lately brought out. 

We conversed of belles-lettres through all the quadrille,— 

Of poetry, dancing, of prose, standing still ; 

Talk'd of Intellect's march— whether right 'twas or wrong,— 

And then settled the point in a bold en avant. 

In. the course of this talk ^twas that, having just hinted 

That I too had Poems which— long'd to be printed, 

He protested, kind man ! he had seen, at first sight, 

I was actually horn in the Keepsake to write. 

'*'tn the Annals of England let some," he said '^ shine. 

But a place m her Annuals, lady, be thine ! 

Even now future Keepsakes seem brightly to rise. 

Through the visa of years, as I gaze on those eyes,— 

All lettered and pressed, and of large-paper size ! " 

How unlike that Magan, who my genius would smother,. 

And how we, true geniuses, find oat each other! 

This, and modi more, he said, with that fine frenzied glance 
One so rarely now sees, as we slid through the dance; 
Till betweea us 'twas finally fii^diliat,iM8l^«ax, 
Ja tbisexqaisUe task I my pen slM^deu^iaii^^ 
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And, at parting, he stoop'd down and lisp'd in my ear 
These mystical words, which I could but just hear, 

" Terms forrhyme,— if it 's pnm«,— ten and sixpence per page." 
Think, Kitty my dear, if I heard his words right. 

What a mint ofhalf-gaineas this small head contains; 
If tor nothing to write is itself a delight, 

Ye Gods, what a bliss to be paid for one's strains ! 

Haying dropp'd the dear fellow a curtesy profound. 

Off at once, to inquire all about him, I ran; 
And from what I could learn, do you know, dear, I Ve found 

That he's quite a new species of literary man; 
One, whose task is,— to what will not fashion accustom us ? 
To edit live authors, as if they were posthumous. 
For instance,— -the plan, to be sure, is the oddest ! — 
If any young he or she author feels modest 
In venturing abroad, this kind gentleman-usher 
Lends promptly a hand to the interesting blusher ; 
Indites a smooth preface, brings merit to light. 
Which else might, by accident, shrink out of sight. 
And, in short, renders readers and critics polite. 
My Aunt says, — though scarce on such points one can credit her,— 
He was Lady Jane Thingumbob's last novel's editor. 
'T is certain the fashion's but newly invented ; 

And, quick as the change of all things and all names is, 
Who knows but, as authors, like girls, are presented^ 

We, girls, may be edited soon at St. James's ? 

I must now close my letter— there 's Aunt, in full screech, 
Wants to take me to hear some great Irvingite preach. 
God forgive me, I 'm not much inclined, I must say. 
To go and sit still to be preach'd at, to-day. 
A ad, liesides— 'twill be a\\ ag^AusV^MLdti^.m^wsSav, 
~^bich my poor Aunt abhors, VwYi satVVMto^ ^«swax.» 
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That, so for from presenting young nymphs with a head, 
For iheir skill in the dance, as of Herod is said, 
She 'd wish their own heads in the platter, instead. 
There, again— coming, Ma'am !— I'll write more, if I can, 
Before the post goes— 

Your affectionate Fan. 

Four o'clock; 
Sach a sermon ! — thongh not ahont dancing, my dear ; 
'T was only on the end of the world being near. 
Eighteen Hundred and Forty 's the year that some state 
As the time for that accident,-— some Forty Eight : (*) 
And I own, of the two, I 'd prefer much the latter^ 
As then I shall be an old maid, and 't won't matter. 
Once more, love, good bye, — I've to make a new cap ; 
Bnt am now so dead tired with this horrid mishap 
Of the end of the world, that I must take a nap. • 



LETTER IV. 



FROM PATRICK MAGAN, ESQ., TO THE REV. RICHARD . 

He comes from Erin'^s speechful shore^ 
Like fervid kettle, bubbling o'er 

(') With regard to the exact time of this event, there appears to be 
a difference only of about two or three years among the respective 
calculators. M. Alphonse Nicole, Docteur en Droit et Avocat, merely 
doubts whether it is to be in 1846, or iS 4*7. ^^ k <^e\X^ «^q^<^ V<& 
MBjrs, "ks Bdeles peuvent esperer de voir ft'dSectaetYoi ^^MnSL^vorcv. ^ 
SMocWMire.'* 



With ket effasiDiis^-^hol and weak ; 
Sound, Hombog, aH your hoUowesldniniay 
He eaniei, of Erin's mariyrdams 

To Britain'a well4ied Gbmrcli to speak. 
Puff him, ye Joornals of the Lord^ (*) 
Twin prosen, Waiehauoiaiid Record ! 
Journals reserved tor realms of blis9. 
Being mach too good to sell in this. 
Prepare, ye wealthier Saints, yoor dinners, 

Ye spinsters, spread your tea and cmmpets; 
And yon, ye countless Tracts for Sinners, 

Blow all your little penny trumpets. 
He copies, the reverend man, to tell 

To ail who still the Church's part take, 
Tales of parsonic woe, that well 

Might make ev'n grim Dissenter's heart ache :— 
Of ten whole bishops snatch'd away 
For ever from the light of day ; 
( With God knows, too, how many more, 
For whom that doom is yet in store ) — 
Of rectors cruelly competed 

From Bath and Cheltenham to haste home, 
Because the tithes, by Pat withheld, 

Will noi to Bath or Cheltenham come ; 
Nor will the flocks consent to pay 
Their parsons thus to stay away;— 
Though, with svch parsons, one may doubt 
If 't is n't money well laid out ;— 
Of all, in short, and each degree 
Of that once happy hierarchy, 

" iom desire is lo bo loxniii wi^^ «Afc ^\^^\*r^' 
9er* 



Which used to roll in wealth so pleasantly ; 
Bat now, alaSyis doonfcl to see 
Its surplus broug^ to nonplus presently ! 

Such are the themes this man of pathos, 
Priest of prose and lord of bathos, 

Will preach and preach t'ye, till you 're dull again ! 
Then, hail him, Saints, with joint acclaim. 
Shout to the stars his tuneful name. 
Which Murtagh ivaSy ere known to fame. 

But now is Mortimer O'MuUigan ! 

All true, Dick, true as you 're alive — 
I 've seen him, some hours since, arrive. 
Murtagh is come, the great Itinerant, 

And Tuesday, in the Market-place, 
Intends, to every saint and sinner in't, 

To state what he calls Ireland's Case; 
Meaning thereby the case of his shop,— 
Of curate, vicar, rector, bishop, 
And all those other grades seraphic. 
That make men's souls their special traffic, 
Though seldom minding much which way 
The erratic souls go, so they pay. 
Just as some roguish country nurse. 

Who takes a foundling babe to suckle. 
First pops the payment in her purse. 

Then leaves poor dear to— suck its knuckle : 
Ev'n so these reverend rigmaroles 
Pocket the money— starve the souls. 

Murtagh, however, in his g\or^, 

Will teil, next week, a fittereivVsVot^ % 
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Will make oat all these men of barter, 
As each a saint, a downright martyr. 
Brought to the stake--i, e a beef one, 
Of all their martyrdoms the chief one ; 
Though try them eVn at this, they 11 bear it, 
If tender and wash'd down with claret. 

Meanwhile Miss Fudge, who loves all lions, 
Your saintly, neoct to gr^t and' high 'nns, 
( A Viscount, be he what he may. 
Would cut a Saint out, any day). 
Has just announced a godly rout, 
Where Murtagh 's to be first brought out, 
And shown in his tame week-day state :^ 
" Prayers, half-past seven, tea at eight. '^ 
Ev'n so the circular missive orders, — 
Pink cards, with cherubs round the borders. 

Haste, Dick — ^you 're lost, if you lose time,— 

Spinsters at forty-five grow giddy, 
And Murtagh, with his tropes sublime. 

Will surely carry off old Biddy, 
Unless some spark at once propose. 
And distance him by downright prose. 
That sick rich squire, whose wealth and lands^ 
All pass, they say, to Biddy's hands, 
( The patron, Dick, of three fat rectories I ) 
Is dying of angina pectoris ; — 
So that, unless you *re stirring soon, 

Murtagh, that priest of pufTand pelf,. 
May come in for aVione^-moou, 

And be the man ot W.\iVDttafc\l^ 
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As for me, Dick,— 't is whim, *t is folly, 
Bat this young niece absorbs me wholly. 
'T is true, the girPs a vile verse-maker,— 

Would rhyme all nature, if you 'd let her;— 
But ev'n her oddities, plague take her. 

But make me love her all the better. 
Too true it is, she 's bitten sadly 
With this new rage for rhyming badly, 
Which late hath seized all ranks and classes, 
Down to that new Estate, '^ the masses ;" 

Till one pursuit all tastes combines,— 
One common rail-road o*er Parnassus, 
Where, sliding in those tuneful grooves, 
Caird couplets, all creation moves. 

And the whole world runs mad in lines. 
Add to all this— whal 's ev'n still worse, 
As rhyme itself, though still a curse, 
Sounds better to a chinking purse, — 
Scarce sixpence hath my charmer got. 
While lean muster just a groat ; 
So that, computing self and Venus, 
Tenpence would clear the amount between us. 

However, things may yet prove better :— 
Meantime, what awful length of letter ! 
And how, while heaping thus with gibes 
The Pegasus of modern scribes. 
My own small hobby of farrago 
Hath beat the pace at which ev'n they ga I 
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LETTER V. 

FROM LARRY O^BRANIGAN, IN ENGLAND, TO HIS WIFE JUDY, 

AT MULLINAFAD. 

Dear Jody, I sind you this bit of a letther. 

By mail-coach conTeyance,-— for want of a betther,-^ 

To tell you what luck in this worid I ha^e had 

Since I left the sweet cabin, at Mullinafed. 

Och, Judy, that night !— when the pig whidi we meant 

To dry-nurse in the parlour, to pay off the rent, 

Julianna, the craythur, — that name was the death of her, (*)— 

Gave us the shlip, and we saw the last breath of her ! 

And there were the childber, six innocent sowls. 

For their nate little play-fellow tuning up bowls; 

While yourself, my dear Judy (though grie?in 's a folly), 

Stud over Julianna's remains, melancholy, — 

Gryin', half for the craythur, and half for the money, 

" Arrah, why did ye die till we 'd sowFd you, my honey?" 

But God's will be done!— and then, £aith, sure enough, 
As the pig was desaiced, 't was high time to be off. 
So we golher'd up all the poor duds we could catch, 
Lock'd the owld cabin-door, put the kay in the thatch, 
Then tuk lave of each other's sweet lips in the dark, 
And set off, like the Chrishtians tum'd out of the ark ; 
The six childher with you, my dear Judy, ochone I 
And poor I wid myself, lefk condolin' alone. 

Irish peasantry are very food of giving fine names to their 
B heard of one instance Vn. ^Xias^^. csra:\^^ ^K.^f^sos^'^^ 
at their birth, AbcUad auA'EXwsa. 
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How I came to this England, o'er say and o'er lands, 

And what cmel hard walkin' I 've had on my hands, 

Is, at this present writin', too tadions to ^)eak, 

So 1 11 mintion it all in a postscript, next week :— 

Only starved I was, surely, as thin as a lath, 

Till I came to an np-and-down place they call Bath, 

Where, as luck was, I managed to make a meal's meat, 

By dbraggin' owld ladies all day through the street,—- 

Which their docthors (who pocket, like fun, the pound starlins), 

Have brought into feshion to plase the^wld darlins. 

DiVl a boy in all Bath, though I say it, could carry 

The grannies up hill half so handy as Larry; 

And the higher they lived, like owld crows, in the air. 

The more I was wanted to lug them up there. 

But luck has two handles, dear Judy, they say, 

And mine has both handles put on the wrong way. 

For, pondherin', one morn, on a drame I M just had 

Of yourself and the babbies, at Mullinafad, 

Och, there came o'er my sinses so plasin' a flulther, 

That I spilt an owld Countess right clane in the gutther, 

Muff, feathers and all !— the descint was most awful, 

And, — what was still worse, faith, — I knew 't was unlawful : 

For, though, with mere women, no very great evil, 

T' upset an owld Countess in Bath is the divil ! 

So, liftin' the chair, with herself safe upon it 

(For nolhin' about her was kilty but her bonnet), 

Without even mentionin' " By your lave, ma'am," 

I tuk to my heels and—here, Judy, I am ! 

What 's the name of this town I can*t say very well. 
But your heart sure will jump when you hear what befell 
Your own beauUiiil Larry, the very ftrelia^, 
(And a Sunday it wai, shinin' oul m\«\kt^ %vj^ 
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When his hrogaes to this city of lode found their way. 

Bein' hangry, God help me, and happenin' to stop, 

Just to dine on the shmell of a pasthry-cook's shop, 

I saw, in the window, a large printed paper, 

And read there a name, odi ! that made my heart caper,— 

Thoogfa printed it was in some quare ABC, 

That might bother a schoolmasther, let alone me. 

By gor, yoa 'd have laagh'd, Judy, could yon 've bat listened, 

As, doubting I cried, " why it tsf— no, it is n**;" 

Bat it tros, after all— for,' by spellin' qaite slow. 

First I made oat " Rev. Mortimer "—then a great " O;" 

And, at last, by hard readin' and rackin' my d^all again, 

Oat it came, nate as imported, '* O'Mulligan !" 

Up I jomp'd, like a sky-lark, my jew*l, at that name,— 
Divl a doubt on my mind, bat it must be the same. 
'^ Masther Murthagh himself," says I, '^ all the world o?er! 
My own foslher-brother— by jinks, I 'm in clover. 
Though there, in the play-bill, he figures so grand. 
One wet-nurse it was brought us both up by hand. 
And he '11 not let me shtarve in the inemy's land !'' 

Well, to make a long hishtory short, niver doobt 
But I managed, in no time, to find the lad oat; 
And the joy of the meelin' bethuxt him and me, — 
Soch a pair of owld cumrogues— was charmin' to see. 
Nor is Murthagh less plased with the evint than I am,. 
As he just then was wanting a vally-de-sham^ 
And, for dressin a gintleman, one way or t^ other. 
Your nate Irish lad is beyant every other. 

Bat now, Jady , comes the quave ^tV ol K)afc fasafc\ 
^nd, in tbrolh, it 's the only draw-\>afc>s. oumi v'^^fc- 
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T was Mfirthagh's in lack to be cross'd, as yon know, 
With an awkward mishfortune some short time ago; 
That 's to say, he tum'd Protestant, — ivhy, I can't larn ; 
Bat, of coorse, he knew best, an' it 's not my consarn. 
All I know is, we both were good Galh'lics, at nnrse, 
And myself am so still,— nayther bettber nor worse. 
WeU, oar bargain was all right and tight in a jiffey. 
And lads more conthit never yet left the Liffey , ' 
When Marthagh,— or Morthimer, as he's now chrishen'd, 
His name being convarted, at laist, if he is n't,— 
Lookin' sly at me ( faith, 't was divartin' to see), 
** Ofcoorse^ you 're a Protestant, Larry," says he. 
Upon which, says myself, wid a wink just as shly, 
" Is 't a Protestant ?— oh yes, I am, Sir," says I :— 
And there the chat ended, and div'l a more word 
Gontrovarsial between as has since then occorr'd. 

WhatMnrthagh coald mane, and, in throth, Jady dear, 

What I in|/5«lf meant, does n't seem mighty clear ; 

Bat the tliruth is, though still for the Owld Light a stickler, 

I was jost then too shtanred to be over partic'lar : 

And, God knows, between as, a comicler pair 

Of twin Protestants coald n't be seen any where. 

Next Tnesday (as towld in the play-bills I mintion'd, 
Address'd ^^ to the loyal and godly-intmtion'd,") 
His Rivirence, my master, comes forward to preach,—- 
Myself does n't know whether sarmon or speech. 
Bat it '8 all one to him he 's a dead hand at each ; 
Like as , Paddys, in gin'ral, whose skill in orations 
Qaite bothers the blarney of all other nations. 
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Bat, whisht !— there *8 his Rivirence, shoiitin' out " Larry,* 

And sorra a word more will this shmall paper carry; 

So, here, Judy, ends my short bit of a letther, 

Which, faix, I 'd have made a much bigger and betther, 

But div'l a one Post-office hole in this town 

Fit to swallow a dacent-sized billy-dux down. 

So, good luck to the childer !— tell Molly, I love her; 

Kiss Oonagh's sweet mouth, and kiss Katty all over,-^ 

Not forgettin' the mark of the red-currant whiskey 

She got at the fair when yourself was so frisky. 

The heav'ns be your bed !— I will write when I can again ; 

Yours to the world's end, 

Larry O'Branigan. 



LETTER VI. 

FROM MISS BIDDT FUDGE TO MRS. ELIZABETH . 

How I grieve you're not with us!— pray, come, if you can, 
Ere we're robb'd of this dear oratorical man. 
Who combines in himself all the multiple glory 
Of Orangeman, Saint, quondam Papist and Tory; — 
(Choice mixture ! like that from which, duly confounded, 
The best sort of brass was, in old times, compounded}— 
The sly and the saintly, the worldly and godly, 
All fused down in brogue so deliciously oddly ! 
In short, he's a dear, — and such audiences draws. 
Such loud peals of laughter and shouts of applause, 
As can't but do good to the Protestant cause. 
Poor dear Irish Church!— \ieVft-^vj ^^\j3c2^^^«« 
Of her history and prospects, U> me ^WeasXw^'^, 
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And vrhich (if it takes as it ought) must arouse 

The whole Christian world her just rights to espouse. 

As to reasoning y — you know, dear, that's now of no use. 

People still will their facts and dry figures produce. 

As if saving the souls of a Protestant flock were 

A thing to be managed ^^ according to Cocker!" 

In vain do we say (when rude radicals hector 

At paying some thousands a-year to a Rector, 

In places where Protestants never yet were)y 

*^ Who knows but young Protestants may be born there ? 

And, granting sucli accident, think, what a shame, 

If they did n't find Rector and Clerk when they came ! 

It is clear that, without such a staff on full pay. 

These little Church embryos must go astray ; 

And, while fools are computing what Parsons would cost. 

Precious souls are meanwhile to the Establishment lost !" 

In vain do we put the case sensibly thus; 
They'll still with their figures and facts make a fuss, 
And ask ^* if, while all, choosing each his own road, 
Joomey on, as we can, tow'rds the Heav'nly Abode, 
It is right that seven eighths of the trav'Uers should pay 
For one eighth that goes quite a different way ?"— 
Just as if, foolish people, this was n't, in reality, 
A proof of the Church's extreme liberality. 
That, though hating Pop'ry, in other respects, 
She to Catholic money in no way objects ; 
And so lib'ral her very best Samts, in this sense, 
That they ev'n go to heav'n at the Catholic's expense. 
But, though dear to our minds all these arguments be, 
People cannot or will not theur cogency see ; 
And^ I grieve to confess, did the poor Irl^ OVvwxt^ 
Stand on reasoning alone, she 'd be \etl\ut\ij&\\ixfdck. 
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It was therefore, dear Lizzy, with joy most sincere. 

That I heard this nice Rer'rend O* something we Ve here 

Produce, from the depths of his knowledge and reading, 

A view of that marvelloos Church, for exceeding, 

In novelty, force, and profoundness of thought, 

All that Irving himself, in his glory, e^er taught. 

Looking through the whole histery, present and past, 
Of the Irish Law Church, firom the first to the last; 
Considering how strange its original birth,— 
Such a thing having never before been on earth,-^ 
How opposed to the instinct, the law, and the force 
Of nature and reason has been its whole course ; 
Through centuries encountering repugnance, renstanoe, 
Scorn, hate, execration,— yet still in existence ! 
Considering all this, the conclusion he draw» 
Is, that Nature exempts this one Church firom her laws,— 
That Reason, dumb-founder'd, gives up the dispute. 
And before the portentous anom'ly stands mute;— 
That, in short, 't is a Miracle !— and, once begun. 
And transmitted through ages, from father to son. 
For the honour of miracles, ought to go on. 

Never yet was conclusion so cogent and sound. 
Or so fitted the Church's weak foes to confound. 
For, observe, the more low all her merits they place, 
The more strong they make out the miraculous case, 
And the more all good Christians must deem it profone 
To disturb such a prodigy's marvellous reign. 
As for scriptural proofs, he quite placed beyond doubt 
That the whole in the Apocalypse may be found out, 
As clear and well-proved, Vie wotA^ NcoXxaeVft ««e^r^ 
As anything else has been cxer towiiflL VYiKce -. 
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While the mode in which, bless Uie dear fellow, he deals 
WiUi that whole lot of vials and tmmpets and seals, 
And the ease with which vial on vial he strings, 
Shows him quite a first-rate at all these sort of things. 

So mnch for theology :— as for the affairs 
Of this temporal world— the light drawing-room cares 
And gay toils of the toitet, which, God knows, I seek, 
From no love of snch things, but in huaibleness meek, 
And to be, as the Apostle was, " weak with the weak,"— 
Thon wilt find quite enough (till I 'm somewhat less tw^) 
In the extracts inclosed, my dear news-loving Lizzy. 



EXTRACTS FROM MY DIARY- 

Thursday, 

Last night, having nought more holy to do. 
Wrote a letter to dear Sir Andrew Agnew, 
About the "Do-nothing-on-Sunday-Club,"| 
Which we wish by some shorter name to dub : 
As the use of more vowels and consonants 
Than a Christian, on Sunday, really wants. 
Is a grievance that ought to be done away. 
And the Alphabet left to rest that day. 

Sunday, 

Sir Andrew's answer !— but shocking to say. 
Being frank'd unthinkingly yesterday, 
To the horror of Agnews yet unborn. 
It arrived on this blessed Sunday morn ! ! — 
How allocking 1-^ihe postman's seM ctvedi^^ ^usscifo ^i^'vV 
Seeing the immaculate Andrew's n^m^ wJv,\\ 
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What will the Club do?— meet, no doubt. 
'Tis a matter that touches the Class Devout, 
And the friends of the Sabbath must speak out. 



Ttiesday. 

Saw to-day, at the raffle,— and saw it with pain, — 

That those stylish Fitzwigrams begin to dress plain. 

Even gay little Sophy smart trimmings renounces, — 

She, who long has stood by me through all sorts of flounces. 

And showed, by upholding the toilet's sweet rites, 

That we, girls, may be Christians, without being firights. 

This, I own, much alarms me ; for though one/s religious, 

And strict and— all that, there's no need to be hideous; 

And why a nice bonnet should stand in the way 

Of one's going to heav'n, 't is n't easy to say. 

Then, there's Gimp, the poor thing,~-if her custom we drop. 

Pray, what's to become of her soul and her shop? 

If by saints like ourselves no more orders are given. 

She'll lose all the interest she now takes in heaven ; 

And this nice little ^' fire-brand, pluck'd from the burning," 

May fall in again at the very next turning. 

Wednesday, 

Mem,— To write to the India-Mission Society ; 

And send £20— heavy tax upon piety ! 

Of all Indian Inx'ries we now-a-days boast, 

Making ^^ Company's Christians" (') perhaps cost the most. 

(') The title given by the na>ives \o sosSa. o\ ^Sassa ^vesKsy&ksv^ 
^eoQiDe converts. 
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And the worst of it is, that these converts full grown, 
Having lived in <mr faith mostly die in their own, (>) 
Praying hard, at the last, to some god who, they say, 
When incarnate on earth, used to steal cardsand whey. (•) 
Think, how horrid, my dear !— so that all's thrown away ; 
And (what is still worse) for the ram and the rice 
They've consumed, while believers, we saints pay the price. 
Still 't is cheering to find that we do save a few, — 
The Report gives six Christians for Gunhangcadoo; 
Doorkotchum reckons seven, and four Trevandrum, 
While but one and a halfs left at Gooroopadum. 
In diis last-mention'd place 't is the barbers enslave 'em, 
For, onee they turn Christians, dear, nobody '11 shave 'em. (^) 

To atone fbr this rather small Heathen amount. 

Some Papists, turn'd Christians, (^) are tacked to the account. 

(') Of such relapses we find innumerable instances in the accounts of 
the Missionaries. 

(•) The god Krishna, one of the incarnations of the god Yishnu. 
* One day (says the Bhagavata) Krishna's play-fellows complained to 
Tasuda that he had pilfered and ate their curds." 

(5) «Roteen wants shaving; but the barber here will not do it. He 
is run away lest he should be compelled. He says he will not shave 
Tesoo Kreest's people."^ 0a/i^ Mission, Society, Vol. ii. p. 498. 

(4) In the Reports of the Missionaries, the Roman Catholics are almost 

always classed along with the Heathen. '<I have extended my labours 

(says James Yenning, in a Report for i83i), to the Heathen, Maho- 

medans and Roman Catholics." <'The Heathen and Roman CathoUcs 

in this neighbourhood (says another missionary for the year z832), 

are not indifferent, but withstand, taXhsr Vlioaisi ^VW V^ *^%Vs(^^ ^ 
tmb." 
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And though, to catch Pa{MSt6, one need n't go fio Ur^ 
Such fish are worth hooking, wherever th^y are ; 
And JQst now, when so great of such coayerts the hek is. 
One Papist well caught is worth millions of Bladdes. 



Friday. 

Last night had a dream so odd and fimny 

I cannot resist recording it here. — 
Methought that the Crenius of Matrimoay 

Before me stood, with a joyous leer. 
Leading a husband in each band 

And both for me, which look'd ralher qaeer ; — 
One I could perfectly understand, 

But why there were two wasn't quite so clear. 
'T was meant, however, I soon could see, 

To afford me a c/toice,— a most excellent plan; 
And — who should this brace of candidates be 

But Messrs. O' Mulligan and Magan :— 
A thing, I suppose, unheard of till then. 
To dream, at once, of ttvo Irishmen ! — 
That handsome Magan, too, with wings on his slioolden 

(For all this pass' d in tlie realms of the Blest) 
And quite a creature to dazzle beholders; 

While even O 'Mulligan, fieatiier'd and drest 

As an elderly cherub, was looking h« belt. 
Ah Liz, you, who know me, scarce can doubt 
As to which of the two I singled out. 
But,— awful to tell,— when, all in dread 

Of losing so bright a vision's charms, 
I grasp'd at Magan, his image fled, 
lik^ a mist, away, aind I twmd Vmil thfi head 

Ot O' Mulligan, wms^ aw'SL aXV, m tss^ ^\\o&\ 
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The Angel had flown to some nest divine, 
And the elderly Cherub alone was mine ! 

Heigho !•— it is certain that foolish Magan 
Either can't or won't see that he might be the man ; 
Andy perhaps, dear,— who knows?~if nonghtbeUier befall-— 
Bat— O' Mulligan may be the man, after ail. 

N. B. 

Next week mean to have my first scriptural rout. 

For the special discussion of matters devout; — 

Like those soMes, at Pow'rscourt, (») so justly renown'd 

For the zeal with which doctrine and negus went round;— 

(>) An account of these Powersoourt GonversazioBes (under the di- 
rect presidency of Lord Roden), as well as a list of the subjects discussed 
at the different meetings, may be found in the Christian Herald for the 
month of December, i832. The following is a specimen of the nature 
of the questions submitted to the company : — Monday Evenings Six 
o'clock, September a 4, i83a. — *^An examination into the quotations 
given in the New Testament from the Old, with their connection and 
explanation, viz : etc. etc." — Wednesday, — << Should we expect a per- 
sonal Antichrist? and to whom, mil he be revealed?^* etc. etc.— FnAi^. 
— << What light does Scripture throw on present events, and their moral 
character? WAat is next to be looked for or jexptcudf" etc 

The rapid progress made at these tea-parties in settling points of 
Scripture, may be judged from a paragraph in the account given of one of 
their evenings, by the Christian Herald: — 

« On Daniel a good deal of light was thrown, and there was some, I 
think not so much, perhaps, upon the Revelations, tbougjli partieular 
parts of it were discussed with considerable accessioB of knowled^. 
There was some very interesting inq«nry as to \bA «|^Q^a3icf&. t& ^^^Ss^^ 
Tesummt in the New; particularly on t\ie i^VijflL,'«V<JSa« ^^Bsstt^ 
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Those theology-roats which the pious Lord R-d-n, 
That pink of Christianity, first set the mode in; 
Where, blessed down-pouring ! (') from tea until nine, 
The subjects lay all in the Prophecy line ;— 
Then, supper— and then, if for topics hard driven. 
From thence until bed-time to Satan was given ; 
While R-d-n, deep read in each topic and tome, 
On all subjects (especially the last) was at home. 



LETTER VII. 

FROM MISS FAjNNT FUDGE, TO HER COUSIN, MISS KITTY . 

mREGULAR ODE. 

Bring me the slunlbering souls of flowers, 

While yet, beneath some northern sky, 
Ungilt by beams, ungemm'd by showers, 
They wait the breath of summer hours, 

any 'accommodatioD,' or whether they were quoted according to the mind 
of the Spirit in the Old; this gave occasion to some very interesting de- 
velopment of Scripture. The progress of the Antichnstian powers 
was very fiilly discussed." 

(i) « About eight o'clock the Lord began to pour down his spirit 

copiously upon us — for they had all by this time assembled in my 

room for the purpose of prayer. This down-pouring continued till 

about ten o'clock." — Letter from Mary Campbell to the Rev. John 

Campbell, of Row (dated Fendcaci, kipnV K% \%^oY^^«a^^5».^Rswasii 

ofh^ f ^miraculous cure." 
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To wake to light each diamond eye, 
And let loose every florid sigh ! 

Bring me the first-born ocean waves, 
From out those deep primeval caves, 
Where from the dawn of Time they 've lain,— 
The embryos of a future Main !■— 
Untaught as yet, yoang things, to speak 

The language of their Parent Sea, 
(Polyphlysbaean (') named, in Greek) 
Though soon, too soon, in bay and creek. 
Round startled isle and wondering peak, 

They '11 thunder loud and long as He ! 

Bring me, from Hecla's iced abode, 
Young fires 

t had got, dear, thus far in my Odb^ 
Intending to fill the whole page to the bottom. 

But, having invoked such a lot of fine things. 

Flowers, billows and thunderbolts, rainbows [and wings ^ 
Didn' t know what to do with' em, when I had got 'em. 
The truth is, my thoughts are too full, at this minute. 

Of past MSS. any new ones to try. 
This very night's coach brings my destiny in it,— 

Decides the great question, to live or to die ! 
f And, whether I 'm henceforth immortal or no. 
All depends on the answers of Simkins and Go. f 

You '11 think, love, I rave, so 't is best to let out 
The whole secret, at once— I have publish'd a Book ! ! ! 

(0 Ifjrou guesa what this word means, '\i& TWSt^^iJMSi I «h^ \ — 
I bat give % as I got it from Mr. Macau. 
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Yes, an actaal Book :— if the mtrvd yoa doubt, 
Yoa have only in last Monday' s Courier to look. 
And you'll find '^ This day published by Simklns and Go. 
A Romaunty in twelve Cantos^ entitled * Woe, Woe !' 

By Miss Fanny F , known more commonly $o ^^T*." 

This I put that my friends may n't be left m the dait, 

But may guess at my writing by knowing my mark. 

How I managed, at last, this great deed to achieve, 

Is itself a ^'Bomaunt" which you'd scarce, dear, believe^ 

Nor can I just now, bang all in a whirl. 

Looking out for the Magnet, (>) explain it, dear girl. 

SnfiQce it to say, that one half the expense 

Of this leasehold of fame for long centuries hence, — 

(Though ^' God knows," as aunt says, my humble ambition 

Aspires not beyond a small Second Edition,)— 

One half the whole cost of the paper and printing, 

I've managed, this last year, to scrape up, by stinting 

My own little wants in gloves, ribbons, and shoes. 

Thus defrauding the toilet to fit out the Muse ! 

And who, my dear Kitty, would not do the same? . 
What's eau de Cologne to the sweet breath of fame ? 
Yards of ribbon soon end,— but the measures of rhyme, 
Dipp'd in hues of the rambow, stretdi out through all time. 
Gloves languish and fade away, pair after pair, 
While couplets shine out, but the brighter for wear, 
And the dancing-shoe's gloss in an evening is gone, 
While light-footed lyrics through ages trip on. 

The remaining expense, trouble, risk,— and>las ! 
My poor oopyright too — inU> otkiet \]AniSA\as&\ 

(«) A day co?Lc\i oi \baX immh^ 
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And my friend, the Head Dev'l of the ^^ County Gazette ' 

( The only Mecaenas I've ever had yet ), 

He who set np m type my first jnyenile lays, 

Is now set op by them for the rest of his days ; 

And while Gods (as my ^^ Heathen Mythology^says ) 

Live on nonght bnt ambrosia, his lot how mach sweeter 

To Uve, lucky dev'l, on a young lady's metre ! 

As for pu/jing,— that first of all lit'rary boons. 

And essential alike both to bards and balloons; 

As, unless well supplied with inflation, 't iis found 

Neither bards nor balloons budge an inch from the greuBd;— 

In this respect, nought could more prosp'rous befisdl ; 

As my fiiend ( for no less this kind imp can I call ) 

Knows the whole world of critics, dear,-^%pers and all. 

I suspect, indeed, he himself dabble& in rhyme. 

Which, for imps diabolic, is not the first time; 

As I 've heard uncle Bob say, 't was known among Gnostics, 

That the Dev'l on Two Sticks was a dev'l at Acrostics. 

But hark ! there 's the Magnet just dash'd in from Town- 
How my heart, Kitty, beats ! I shall surely drop down. 
That awful Court Journal, Gazette, Athenaeum, 
All full of my book— I shall sink when I see 'em. 
And then, the great point— whether Simkins and Go. 
Are actually pleased with their bargain or no ! 

Five o'clock. 

All 's delightful — such praises ! — I really fear 
That this poor little head will turn giddy, my dear. 
I 've but time now to send you two exquisite scraps,— 
All the rest by the Magnet, on Monday, perhaps. 
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FROM THE " MORNING POST.'* 

'T is known that a certain distingoish'd physician 

Prcscrihes, (or dyspepsia, a course of light reading; 
And Rhymes by young Ladies, the first, fresh edition 
(Ere critics have injured their powers of nutrition), 

Are, he thinks, for weak stomachs, the best sort of feeding. 
Satires irritate—iove-songs are found calorific; 
But smooth female sonnets he deems a specific. 
And, if taken at bed-time, a sure soporific. 
Among works of this kind, the most pleasing we know. 
Is a volume just publish'd by Simkins and Co., 
Where all such ingredients,— the flowery, the sweet, 
And the gently narcotic, — are mix'd per receipt. 
With a hand so judicious, we 've no hesitation 
To say that— 'hove all, for the young generation,-^ 
Tis an elegant, soothing and safe preparation. 

Nota 6cnc— for readers,whose object 's to sleep^ 
And who read, in their night-caps, the publishers keep 
Good fire-proof binding, which comes very cheap. 

ANECDOTE— FROM THE "COURT JOURNAL." 

Tother night, at the Countess of * * * 's rout. 
An amusing event was much whispered about. 
It was said that Lord , at the Council, that day. 

Had, more than once, jump'd from his seat, like a rocket. 
And flown to a corner, where, heedless, they say, 
How the country's resources were squander'd away. 

He kept reading some papers he 'd brought in his pocket. 
Some thought them dispatches from Spain, or the Turk, 

Others swore they brought word we had lost the Mauritius; 
But it tarn'd out 't was on\y Miss l?\xd^<^%Tiw« ^^\3l^ 
Which his Lordship devout* d V\V\is\xetvx«\«5^^6&ss«a.— 
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srs. Simkins and Go. to aToid all delay 

dng sent it in sheets, that his Lordship might say, 

had distanced the whole reading world by a day ! 



LETTER Vni. 

OM BOB FUDGE, ESQ., TO THE REV. MORTIMER O'MULLIGAN. 

Tuesday Evening. 

I MUCH regret, dear Reverend Sir, 
I could not come to * * * to meet you; 

But this curst gout won't let me stir,— 
EVn now I but by proxy greet you ; 

As this vile scrawl, whatever its seose is. 

Owes all to an amanuensis. 

Most other scourges of disease 

Reduce men to extremities y-^ 

But gout won't leave one even these. 

From all my sister writes, I see 
That you and I will quite agree. 
I 'm a plain man, who speak the truth, 

And trust you '11 think me not uncivil, 
When I declare that, from my youth, 

I 've wish'd your country at the devil : 
Nor can I doubt, indeed, from all 

I 've heard of your high patriot fame,— 
From every word your lips let fall,— 

That you most truly wish the same. 
It plagues one's life out— IhirVY ^^w^ 
Have I bad dinning in m^ ears, 
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^Ireland wants this, and that, and f other'' 
And, to this hoor, one nothing hears 

Bat the same vile eternal bother. 
While of those countless things she wanted, 
Thank God, but little, has been granted, 
Andev'n that little if we 're men 
And Britons, we '11 have bade again I 

I really think that Catholic question 
Was what brought on my indigestion ; 
And still each year, as Popery's curse 
Has gather'd round us, I 've got worse ; 
Till ev'n my pint of Port a-day 
Can't keep the Pope and bile away. 
And whereas, till the Catholic pill, 
I never wanted draught or pill, 
The settling of that cursed question 
Has quite unsettled my digestion. 

Look what has happen'd since— the Elect 
Of all the bores of every sect, 
The chosen triers of men's patience. 
From all the Three Denominations, 
Pour'd in upon us,— even Quakers, 
Turn'd into speechers and law-makers. 
Who '11 move no question, stiff-rump'd elves, 
Till first the Spirit moves themselves; 
And whose shrill Yeas and Nays, in chorus. 
Conquering our Ays and Nos sonorous, 
Will soon to death's own slumber snore us. 
Then, too, those Jews !— I really sicken 

To think of such abomination; 
Fellows, who wou'l eal\\amm\3ckODLv38«!ii, 

To legislate for tViVs gteav TMv\k.xv\— 
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Depend upon 't, when once they 've sway, 
With rich old Goldsmidat the head o' them, 

The Excise Jaws will be done away, 
And Circumcise ones pass'd instead o' them ! 

In short, dear Sir, look where one will. 
Things all go on so devilish ill, 
That, 'pon my soul, I rather fear 

Our reverend Rector may be right, 
■Who tells me the Millennium 's near ; 
Nay, swears he knows the very year, 

And regulates his leases by 't;— 
Meaning their terms should end, no doubt, 
Before the world's own lease is out. 
fie thinks, too, that the whole thing 's ended 
So much more soon than was intended. 
Purely to scourge those men of sin 
Who brought the accurst Reform Bill in. ('} 

However, let 's not yet despair; 

Though Toryism^'s eclipsed, at present, 
And,— like myself, in this old chair,— 

Sits in a state by no means pleasant; 
Feet crippled, — hands, in luckless hour. 
Disabled of their grasping power ; 
And all that rampant glee, which revell'd 
In this world's sweets, be-duU'd, bedevil'd,— 

I This appears to have been the opinion alto hi an eloquent writer 
e Morning Watch. '' One great object of Christ!* second Advent, 
e Man and as the King of the Jews, is to punish the Kings who 
ot acknowledge that their authority is derived from him, and 
submit to receive it from Mof many^htoMk monster, tKeTwA>w— ^^, 
37$. 
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Yet, though condemn'd to frisk no more, 

And both m Chair of Penance set, 
There 's something tells me, all 's not o'er 

With Toryism or Bobby yet; 
That though, between ns, I allow 
We 've not a leg to stand on now; 
Though curst Reform and eolchieum 
Have made us both look deuced glum. 
Yet still, in spite of Grote and Gout, 
Again we'll shine triumphant out! 

Yes— back again shall come, egad, 
OviT turn for sport, my reverend lad. 
And then, O'Mulligan,— oh then, 
When mounted on our nags again, 
You, on your high-flown Rosinante, 
Bedizen'd out, like Show-Gallante,— 
Glitter great from substance scanty ;— 
While I, Bob Fudge, Esquire, shall ride 
Your faithful Sancho, by your side; 
Then,— talk of tilts and tournaments ! 
Dam'me, we'll 



'Squire Fudge's clerk presents 
To Reverend Sir his compliments; 
Is grieved to say an accident 
Has just occurr'd which will prevent 
The Squire,— though now a little better,— 
From finishing this present letter. 

Just when he'd gol u> "T>««tf mfc^^^'VL " 

U\s Honour, faU ol maxVAaX x«i\. 
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Grasp'd at bis crutch, bat not being able 
To keep bis balance or his bold. 
Tumbled, both self and crutch, and roird 

like ball and bat, beneath the table. 

All 's safe,— the table, diair, and crutch ;— 
Nothing, thank God, is broken much. 
But the Squire's head, which, in the fall, 
Got bnmp'd considerably— that's all. 
At this no great alarm we feel. 
As the Squire's head can bear a deal. 

Wednesday Morning, 

Squire much the same— head rather light,— 
Raved about ^^ Barbers' Wigs" all night. 

Our house-keeper, old Mrs. Griggs, 
Suspects that he meant '^ Barbarous Whigs." 



LETTER IX. 



FROM LAHRT O'bRANIGAN TO HIS WIFE JUDY. 

As it was but last week that I siut you a letther, 
You 'U wondher, dear Judy, what this is about; 

And, throth, it 's a letther myself would like beUher, 
Gould I manage to lave the coutints of it out; 

For sure, if it makes even me onaisy. 
Who takes things quiet, 'I vAW 4t\i\N^ ^ou ^\%aL^. 
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Oh Judy, that riTeriDcl Morthagh, btd acran to him ! 

That ev'r I should come to 'vebeeo sarvani-fliaiito him, 

Or 90 fiur demaoe the O^Branigaii Uood, 

And my Aunts, the Dilumns (whom not ev*!! the Flood 

Was able to wash away clane firom the earth) (*) 

As tosarveone whose name, of mere yestlieiday's birth. 

Can no more to a great O, before it, pnrtend. 

Than mine can to wear a great Q at its end. 

Bat that 's now all over— last night I ge? wamia% 
And, masth'r as he is, will dischai^ him this momin*. 
The thief of the world! — bat it's no use balra^in'; (0— 
All I know is, I 'd fifty times rather be dragin' 
Oald ladies up hill to the ind of my days. 
Than with Morthagh to rowl in a chaise at my aise. 
And be forced to diseind thro* the same dirty ways. 
Arrah, sure, if 1 'd heerd where he last show'd his phyz, 
I 'd have known what a qoare sort of moosther he is ; 
For, by gor, 't was at Exether Change, sure enough, 
That himself and his other wild Irish show'd off; 
And it 's pity, so 'I is, that they had n't got no man 
Who knew the wild crathars to act as their showman,— 
Sayin' ^^ Ladies and Gintlemen, plaze to take notice, 
How shlim and how shleek this black animal's coat is; 
All by raison, we 're towld, that the nathur o' th' baste 
Is to change its coat once in its life-time, at laste; 

(>) *< I am of your Patriarchs, I, a branch of one of your antedilutian 
families, — fellows that the Flood could not wash away." — Congrtve, 
Love for Lo9t, 

{*) To balrag is to abuse. Mr. Lover makes it halJjrag^ and he is high 
authority : but if I remember rightly, Curran in his national stories, 
fi5ed to employ the word as «^ONe« — ^&«% lav<(«t'« most amusing and 
^enuineiy Irish work, the "Legends taA^xom^ ^1\x^3k»^? 
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And such objiks, in ow counthry, not bein' common ones, 
Are Jxmght up, as this was, by way of Fine Nomenons. 
In regard of its nom^,— why, in throth, I 'm consarn'd 
To differ on this point so much with the lani'd, 
Who call it a ^ Morthimery' whereas the craythur 
Is plainly a ^ Murthagh,' by name and by nathur." 
This is how I 'd have towld them the rights of it all. 
Had I been their showman at Exether Hall,— 
Not forgettin' that other great wondher of Airin, 
(Of th' owld bitther breed which they call Prosbetairin,) 
The femed Daddy C— ke— who, by gor , I 'd have shown* cm 
As proof how soch bastes may be tamed, when yon 've 

thrown 'em 
A good frindly sop of the rale Raigin Donem. (*) 

But, throth, I 've no laisure just now, Judy dear, 
For any thing, barrin' our own doings here, . 
And the cursin' and dammin' and thund'rin', lick mad, 
We Papists, God help us, from Murthagh have had. 
He says we 're all murtherers— div'l a bit less,— 
And that even our priests, when we go to confess, 
Give us lessons in murth'rin, and wish us success ! 

When ax'd bow he dared, by tongue or by p^, 
To belie, in this way, seven millions of men, 
Faith, he said, 't was all towld him by Docthor Den ! (») 
"And who the div*l 's he?** was tlie question that flew 
From Ghrishtian to Ghrishtian— but not a sow! knew. 

(*) Larry evidently means the Regium Donum; — a sum contributed 
by the government annually to the support of the Presbyterian churches 
in Ireland. 

(*) Correctly, Dens,-»Larry not being very ^^axiiculas isi \u& ^^olaw.'- 
cUture, 



% 

( 
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While on went Marthagh, in iligant style, 
Bla^haming us Cathlics all the while, 
As a pack of desaivers, paijarers, villians, 
All the whole kit of the aforesaid millions, (*) — 
Yourself, dear Jady, as well as the rest, 
And the innocent craythor that 's at your breast, 
All rogues together, in word and deed, 
Owld Den our insthructor and Sin our creed ! 

When ax'd for his proofs again and again, 
Div'l an answer he 'd give but Docthor D^. 
Gould n't he call into coort some IMn* men ? 
" No, thank you "—he 'd stick to Docthor Den,— 
An ould gintleman dead a century or two, 
Who all about us, live Gath'lics, knew ; 
And of coorse was more handy, to call in a hurry, 
Than Docthor Mac Hale or Docthor Murray ! 

But, throth, it 's no case to be jokin' upon. 
Though myself, from bad habits, is makin* it one. 
And yourself, had you witness'd his grand clymaclhrics. 
Which actially threw one owld maid in hysterics, 
Or, och ! had you heerd such a purty remark as his, 
That Papists are only *' Humanity's careasseSj 
Rts'tt"— but, by dad, I 'm afeardi can't give it ye,— 
"Ris'tt pom the sepulchre of^inactivity ; 

(') ''The deeds of darkness which are reduced to horrid practice 
over the dninken debauch of the midnight assassin, are debated, in 
principle, in the sober morning religious conferences of the priests.** — 
Speech of ike Rev. Mr, JiTGhee. ''The character of the Irish people 
generallx is, that they are given to lying and to acts of theft."— iSipercft 
^/Ae Aev, Robert Daly. 
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Andy like mold corpses ^ dug up from antikiiyy 

Wandrih' about in all sorts ofinikity!!*' (') 

Even yoa, Jady, true as yoa are to the Owld Light, 

Would have laugh'd, out and out, at this iligant flight, 

Of that figure of speech called the Blathernmskite. 

As for me, though a funny thought now and then came to me, 

Rage got the betther at last,— and small blame to me ! 

So, slapping my thigh, *' by the Powers of Delf," 

Says I boldly, "I '11 make an oration myself." 

And with that up I jumps,-^but, my darlint, the minit 

I cock'd up my head, div'l a sinse remain'd in it. 

Though, salted, I could have got beautiful on. 

When I tuk to my legs, faith, the gab was all gone :— 

Which was odd for us, Pats, who, whatever we 've a hand in. 

At laste in our legs shotv good sthrong undherstandin'. 

Howsumdever, detarmin'd the chaps should parsaive 

What I thought of their doin's, before I tuk lave, 

" In regard of all that," says I— there I stopp'd short— 

Sorra a word more would come, though I shtruggled hard for't. 

So, shnapping my fingers at what 's call'd the Chair, 

And the owld Lord (or Lady, I b'lieve) that sat there,-^ 

" In regard of all that," says I bowldly again,— 

" To owld Nick I pitch Mortimer— and Docthor Den;—" 

Upon which the whole company cried out, " Amen;" 

(>) But she (Popery) is no longer eke tenant of the sepulchre ofin- 
activity. She has come firom the burial-place, walking forth a monster, 
as if the spirit of evil had corrupted the carcass of her departed huma* 
nity; noxious and noisome, an object of abhorrence and dismay to all 
who are not leagued with her in iniquity,^ — Report of the Rev. 
Gentleman's Speech, June 20th, in the Record Newspaper. 

We may well ask, after reading this and other sa.chR.ev«Kndsa5d!i^-k 
'^Quis dubitat quin omne sit hoc rationU ^^e&Va&V^ 
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And myself was in hopes 't was to what I had said, 
But, by gor, no sndi thing,— they were not so well bred ; 
For, 't was all to a pray'r Murthagh just had read out. 
By way of fit finish to job so devoat ; 
That iSy—aflher well damning one half the community, 
To pray God to keq^ all in pace an' in unity! 

This is all I can shtnff in this letther, though plinty 
Of news, faith, I 've goi to fill more— if 't was twinty. 
But I '11 add, on the aviside^ a line, should I need it, 
(Writin' ^' Private" upon it, that no one may read it,) 
To tell you how Mortimer ( as the Saints chrishten him ) 
Bears the big shame of his sarvant's diamisshin' him. 

{Private outside.) 

Just come from his Riv'rence— the job is all done — 
By the powers, I 've discharged him as sure as a gun ! 
And now, Judy dear, what on earth I 'm to do 
With myself and my appetite,— both good as new,— 
Without ev'n a single traneen in my pocket, 
Let alone a good dacent pound-starlin', to stock it- 
Is a mysht'ry I lave to the One that 's above. 
Who takes care of us, dissolute sowls, when hard dhrove ! 



LETTER X. 

FROM THE REV. MORTIMER. O'MULLIGAN TO THE REV. . 

These few brief lines, my reverend friend, 
By a safe private hand I send, 
(Fearing lest somelo^ Cd&fi\\<&^^%^ 
Should pry into \lie lfcl\«x A»^^ , 
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To tell yon, far as pen can dare, 
How we, poor errant martyrs, fare; — 
Martyrs, not quite to fire and rack, 
As Saints were, some few ages back, 
Bnt, — scarce less trying, in its way, — 
To laughter, wheresoe'er we stray ; 
To jokes, which Providence mysterious 
Permits on men and things so serious. 
Lowering the Church still more each minute, 
And — injuring our preferment in it. 
Just think, how wearing out, my friend. 
To have, where'er our footsteps bend, 

Small jokes, like squibs, around us whizzing ; 
And bear the eternal torturing play 
Of that great engine of our day. 

Unknown to the Inquisition, — quizzing ! 

Your men of thumb-screws and of racks 
Aimed at the body their attacks; 
But modern torturers, more refined. 
Work their machinery on the mind. 
Had St. Sebastian had the luck 

With me to be a godly rover, 
Instead of arrows, he *d be stuck 

With stings of ridicule all over; 
And poor St, Lawrence, who was kill'd 
By being on a gridir'n griU'd, 
Had he but shared my errant lot. 
Instead of grill on gridir'n hot, 
A moral roasting wonld have got. 
Nor should I, trying as all this is, 

Mach heed the suffering or Ibi^ ^Yi^xiv^^— 
As, like an actor, used to losses, 
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I long have known no other fome. 
Bat that ( as I may own to youj 
Though to the world it would not do ), 
No hope appears of fortune's beams 
Shining on any of my schemes; 
No chance of something more per ann. 
As supplement to K— Uym— n ; 
No prospect that, by fierce abose 
Of Ireland, I shall e'er indace 
The rulers of this thinking nation 
To rid us of Emancipation; 
To forge anew the sever'd chain, 
And bring back Penal Laws again. 

Ah happy time ! when wolves and priests 

Alike were hunted, as wild beasts; 

And five pounds was the price, per head. 

For bagging either y live or dead ; (») — 

Though oft, we 're told, one outlaw'd brother 

Saved cost, by eatii^ up the other. 

Wise state of things! when sons w^re bribed 

With their sires' wealth ; and one profest 
Conformist, of a race proscribed, 

Had power to beggar ail the rest! (*) 

(') ''Among other amiable enactments against the Catholics at this 
period (1649), the price of five pounds was set on the head of a Romish 
priest, — being exactly the same sum offered by the same legislators for 
the head of a wolf." — Memoirs of Captain Rock^ book L chap. xo. 

^f,*By the laws now in force in this' kingdom, a son, however unda- 

I jpmfligale, shall not 1]Msr«i^y,\i^ ^ VMsiS. vX amfonuDg to the 

graligicMi, deprive Om U0in»A Ca!^>afc Wms ^\ 'Out \sw^ 
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Then, then, indeed, good converts brought 
A price that set all shame at nought, 
Nay, made it glory to be bought. 
Ah, how unlike the paltry pay 
We fetch in this degenerate day ! 
A poor small rectory all our lot,— 
If zealous, laugh'd at, and, if not. 
Scored off as " paid for," and forgot ! 

Yes, all 's now o'er—I see too plain 
Those good times ne'er can come again. 
Onr very progress here betrays 
That we are fall'n on thankless days. 
So dull are thought our "yarns'* devout. 
Not Kenyon's self can sit them out; (<) 
Nor ev'n that Saint, Lord Mandeville, 
Gulp down such endless length of pill. 



and full possession of his estate, the power to mortgage, etc. etc., 
but shall himself have fhll liberty immediately to mortgage, or other- 
wise alienate, the reversion of that estate from his family for ever.'* — 
Address presented by the Catholics in itj5.- 

(>) Lord Kenyon — '^A previous engagement renders it necessary for 
me to depart at four o'clock ; — that hour has now arrived, and I must 
hope. I would therefore suggest to the meetiug that my noble friend 
Lord Mandeville do take the chair.'* the motion that Lord Mandeville 
should take the chair was agreed to; but it appeared that the noble 
Visootint had left the platform a short time before. Lerd Kenyon then 
nid, "I am informed that my friend Lord Mandeville has left the 
pktfbnD ; I wiU therefore move that Mr. ¥in.c\i do \fAu& ^^ ^oKsr — 
Jleportqf ^ ProeeedingSy Junt ^oth, in thtf Record Ncwmpoper. 
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So that, at last,— so dire oor pinch, 
When thus all decent chairmen flinch, — 
We 're forced* to take to Mr. F— nch ! 
Then, too, they tell us, with what zeal 
All England throbs to our appeal : 
But, why (if the interest so intense is) 
Why do n't they pay the room's expenses ? (') 
When Kenyon begg'd, in our behalf, 
He raised— not money, but a laugh ! 

'T is true, they flock to us, as a show, — 
As men dug up (dead long ago), 
A sort of strolling Corpse and Go. 
(Like those old carcasses that lately 
I set upon their legs so stately ) 
All Doctor Dens' contemporaries, 
And quoting still his dead vagaries, 
'Mong living thinking men, who stare 
To see such resurrections there, 

(<) Several touching appeals have been made to the public on thi» 
point, and Lord Kenyon, at the close of the second day's proceedings, 
said, *'I hope the meeting will permit me to remind them, that Terr 
considerable expense has been incurred by the deputation and the 
committee. There will be a collection made at the door, in order to 
de&ay those expenses , and I trust that those who are able will contri- 
bute liberally." From the following complaint, however, in the Record 
(July gth), it appears that the noble Lord^s appeal was unavailing : 
*< We have to remark that the contributions at the doors at the last 
meeting at Exeter Hall by no means defrayed the expenses, which are 
somewhat heavy (40/. is charged for the room alone), and we may be 

excused for requesting owr xeadetslo eT^ctm^^^aX^^^TMssfcASieralityat 

the approachiDg meeting on SaWitAw :^ 
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And hear a dead dull Doctor's thought 
As witness of live feelings brought ! 
While ev'n the Church, in whose defence 

We 've drawn the oratorio blade, 
Dreads the uplifted eloquence, 

And shudders at such perilous aid, — 
" Foes I can brave," she shrinking cries, 
" But save me from my dear Allies." 
Finding thus all those schemes and hopes 
I built upon my flowers and tropes 
All scatter'd, one by one, away, 
As flashy and unsound as they, 
The question comes— what 's to be done ? 
And there's but one course left me,— one. 
Heroes, when lired of war's alarms. 
Seek sweet repose in Beauty's arms, 
The weary Day-God's last retreat is 
The breast of silv'ry-footed Thetis; 
And mine, as mighty Love 's my judge, 
Shall be the arms of rich Miss Fudge ! 

Start not, my friend,— the tender scheme. 
Wild and romantic though it seem, 
Beyond a parson'^ fondest dream. 
Yet shines, too, with those golden dyes, 
So pleasing to a parson's eyes,— 
That only gilding which the Muse 
Cannot around her sons diffuse; — 
Which, whencesoever flows its bliss. 
From wealthy Miss or benefice, 
To Mortimer indifTrent is. 
So he can only make it his» 
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There is fant ooe slight damp I see 

Upon this sdieme^s felicity , 

And that is, the fur heroine's claim | 

That I shall take her ftmily name. j 

To this ( though it may look henpeds'd), 

I can't qaite decently object, 

Havii^ myself long chos^ to shiiie 

Ck>nspicaons in the aUtu <*) Ihie; 

So that henceforth, by wife's decree, 

( For Biddy from this point won^t budge ) 
Your old friend's new address must be 

The Rev. Mortimer O'Fudge,^ 
The ^^ O " being kept, that all may see 
We're both of ancient family. 

Sudi, friend, nor need the (bet amaze you. 
My public life's calm Euthana^a. 
Thus bid I long farewell to all 
The freaks of Exeter's old Hall,-- 
Freaks, in grimace, its apes exceeding. 
And rivalling its bears in breeding. 
Farewell, the platform fill'd with preachers,— 
The pray'r given out, as grace, (*) by speechers, 

(>) In the first edition of his Dictiboiry, Doctor Johnson very signi- 
ficantly exemplified the meaning of the word << alias** by the instance 
of Mallet, the poet, who had exchaa^ far; this more refined name 
his original Scotch patronymic, Malloch. "What other proofs he gave 
(says Johnson) of disrespect to his native country, I know not; but it 
was remarked of him that he was the only Soot whom Scotchmen did 
not comm^d.** — U/eofBfaiiet, 
(') **I (iunk I am ac^g in tunson m^ 'Cbit ^Mis^ <)C ai Meeting 
assembled fyr this solemn obied, viYi«a 1 taSL fsn ^^^«s.\i^i«2vs«^^ 
Jowajr to open it by prayer .''—Speech of liord Kenyon, 
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Ere they cat up their fellow-creatures : 

Farewell to dead old Dens's yolames. 

And, scarce less dead, old Standard's columns :-^ 

From eadi and all I now retire,-^ 

My task, henceforth, as spouse and sire, 

To hring up little filial Fudges, 

To be M. P. 's, and Peers, and Judges,— 

Parsons I 'd add, too, if alas ! 

There yet were hope the Ghnrch could pass 

The gulf now oped for her's and her, 

Or long survive what Exeter ^-^ 

Both Hall and Bishop, of that name, — 

Have done to sink her reverend name. 

Adieu, dear friend,— you 'II oft hear from me, 
Now I 'm no more a travelling drudge; 
Meanwhile I sign ( that you may judge 

How well the surname will become me ) 

Yours truly, 

Mortimer OTudge. 



LETTER XL 

FROM PATRICK HAGAN, ESQ., TO THB REV. RICHARD . 

— ~, Ireland. 

Dear Dick— -just arrived at my own humble gite^ 
I inclose you, post-haste, the account^ all complete^ 
Jast arrived^-per express, o( out UVfi Ttf^<^ l<^ax« 



I 

•I 

56 THE FUDGES 01 BM6LAM. \ 

[ Extract from the " County Gazette. " ] 

'^ This place is gelling gay and full again. ' 

♦ ♦ ♦ jf 

Last week was married, ^ in the Lord, ' 
The Reverend Mortimer O'Mulligan, 

Preacher, in Irish, of the Word 
(He, who the Lord's force lately led on, 
Exeter Hall his Armag/i-geddon), (') 
To Miss B. Fudge, of Pisgah Place, 
One of the chos'n, as ' heir of grace,' 
And likewise heiress of Phil. Fudge, 
Esquire, defunct, of Orange Lodge. " 

" Same evening, Miss F. Fudge, 'tis hinted,— 

Niece of the above ( whose * Sylvan Lyre,' 
In our Gazette, last week, we printed ), 

Eloped with Pat. Magan, Esquire. 
The fugitives were track'd, some time, 

After they 'd left the Aunt's abode. 
By scraps of paper, scrawl'd with rhyme. 

Found strew'd along the Western road ; 
Some of them ci-devant curl-papers. 
Others half burnt in lighting tapers. 
This clue, however, to their flight. 

After some miles was seen no more ; 
And from inquiries made last night. 

We find they 've reach'd the Irish shore. " 

(<) The rectory which the Rev. gentleman holds is situated in the 
county of Armagh ! — a most reraaiksiAft c»\ivcv^«oRfc, — %s!Ld.vi«.U worthy 
>/■ the attention of certain ex]pouivdeis oi Visi^ K^^«\^^^. 
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Every word of it true, Dick,— the escape from Aunt's thrall,— 

Western road,— lyric fragments,— curl-papers and all. 

My sole stipulation, ere link'd at the shrine 

( As some balance between Fanny's numbers and mine ), 

Was that, when we were one, she must give up the Nine ; 

Nay, devote to the Gods her whole stock of MS. 

With a vow never more against prose to transgress. 

This she did, like 'a heroine ; — smack went to bits 

The whole produce sublime of her dear little wits,— 

Sonnets, elegies, epigrams, odes, canzonets, — 

Some twisted up neatly, to form allumettes, 

Some turn*d into papilloteSy worthy to rise 

And enwreathe Berenice's bright locks in the skies ! 

While the rest, honest Larry (who's now in my pay ) 

Begg'd, as " lover of po'thryy^' to read on the way. 

Having thus of life's poetry dared to dispose, 

How we now, Dick, shall manage to get through its prose, 

With such slender materials for style, Heaven knows ! 

But— I'm call'd off abruptly — another Express ! 

What the deuce can it mean ?— I 'm alarm'd, I confess. 

P.S. 

lurra, Dick, hurra, Dick, ten thousand hurras ! 

[ 'm a happy rich dog to the end of my days. 

rhere,— read the good news,— and while glad, for my sake, 

rhat Wealth should thus follow in Love's shining wake, 

\.dmire also the morol, that he, the sly elf, 

iVho has fudged all the world, should be now fudged himself! 
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BXTRACT FROM LETTEE INCLOSED. 

'* With pain the moomfal news I write, 
Miss Fudge's nnde died last night ; 
And mach to mine and friends' sarprise, 
By will doth all his wealth devise,— 
Lands, dwellings,— rectories likewise,— 
To his ' beloved grand-niece,' Miss Fanny, 
Leaving Miss Fudge herself, who many 
Long years hath waited,— not a penny I 
Have notified the same to latter, ^ 
And wait instructions in the matter. 

For self and partners, etc. etc. 
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TRIFLES, REPRINTED. 



[The Author avails himself of the opportunity which this puhlication 
affords, to form a collection of all such trifles as he has, from time to 
time, published, since the appearance of his last miscellaneous volume, 
— entitled, *<Odes upon Gash, Corn, Catholics, etc." In that volume, 
and in the following pages, are to be found, with but very few excep- 
tions, all the delinquencies, in this way, for which his pen is answer- 
able.] 



SONG OF THE DEPARTING SPIRri OF TITHE. 

" The parting genius is with sighing sent. " — Milton. 

It is o'er, it is o'er, my reign is o'er; 

I hear a Voice, from shore to shore, 

From Dunfanaghy to Baltimore, 

And it saith, in sad, parsonic tone, 

" Great Tithe,— and Small,— are dead and gone ! " 

Even now, I behold your vanishing wings, 
Ye Tenths of all conceivable things 
. Which Adam first, as Doctors deem. 
Saw, in a sort of night-mare dream, (') 

(') A reverend prebendary of Hereford, in an Essay on the Revenues 
of the Church of England, has assigned \Vie cm^n ^\ tS2!\!kS& v^ ''^ vsc&k. 
unrecorded reFe/ation made to Adam.^ 
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After the feast of fruit abhorr'd,— 

First indigestion on record ! — 

Ye decimate ducks, ye chosen chicks, 

Ye pigs which, though ye be Catholics, 

Or of Calvin's most select depraved, 

In the Church must have your bacon saved ; — 

Ye fields, where Labour counts his sheaves, 

And, whatsoever himself believes, 

Mast bow to tlie Establish'd Church belief. 

That the tenth is always a Protestant sheaf;— 

Ye calves, of which the man of Heaven 

Takes Irish tithe, one calf in seven ; (>) 

Ye tenths of rape, hemp, barley, flax. 

Eggs, (') timber, milk, fish, and bees' wax ; 

All things^ in short, since earth's creation, 

Doom'd, by the Church's dispensation, 

To suffer eternal decimatioti, — 

Leaving the whole lay-world, since then, 

Reduced to nine parts out of ten; 

Or, — as we calculate thefts and arsons,— 

Just ten per cent, the worse for Parsons ! 

Alas, and is all this wise device 

For the saving of souls thus gone in a trice ? — 

(') "" The tenth calf is due to the parson of commou right; and il 
there are seven, he shall have one." — Rees's Cyclopcsdia^ Art. 
** Tithes r 

C"*) Chaucer's Plowman complains of the parish rectors, that 
'* For the tithing of a duck; 
Or an apple, or an aye (egg), 
They make \iiia swear wYotw ^\^Vft\ 
Thus they iouVen OaS&^^W^-^ 
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The whole put down, in the simplest way, 
By the souls resolving not to pay ! 
And even the Papists, thankless race, 
Who have had so much the easiest case, — 
To pay for our sermons doom'd, 't is true, 
But not condemned to hear them, too, — 
(Our holy business being, 'tis known. 
With the ears of their barley, not their own). 
Even they object to let us pillage. 
By right divine, their tenth of tillage. 
And, horror of horrors, even decline 
To find us in sacramental wine! (') 

It is o'er, it is o'er, my reign is o'er, 

Ah, never shall rosy Rector more. 

Like the shepherds of Israel, idly eat. 

And make of his flock ^^ a prey and meat." (>) 

No more shall be his the pastoral sport 

Of suing his flock in the Bishop's Court, 

Through various steps. Citation, Libel, — 

Scriptures all, but not the Bible ; 

Working the law's whole apparatus, 

To get at a few pre-doom'd potatoes, 

And summoning all the powers of wig. 

To settle the fraction of a pig !— 

Till, parson and all committed deep 

In the case of ^' Shepherds versus Sheep," 

(■) Among the specimens laid before Parliament of the sort of Church- 
rates levied upon Catholics in Ireland, was a charge of two pipes of port 
for sacramental wine. 

(*) Ezekiel xxxiv .8. — <' Neither shall the shepherds feed themselves 
any more; fori will deliver my {iodLirom \iaKa TaaxsJ^^^QoaX ^^^^issk^ 
Dot be meat for them." — V. lo. 
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The Law nsarps the Gospel's place, 
And, on Sundays, meeting face to face, 
While Plaintiff fills the preacher's station, 
Defendants form the congregation. 

So lives he, Mammon's priest, not Heaven's, 
For tmths thus all at sixes and sevens. 
Seeking what parsons love no less 
Than tragic poets— a good distress. 
Instead of studying St. Augustin, 
Gregory Nyss., or old St. Justin, 
(Books fit only to hoard dust in,) 
His reverence stints his evening readings 
To learn'd Reports of Tithe Proceedings, 
Sipping, the while, that port so ruddy. 
Which forms his only ancient study; — 
Port so old, you 'd swear its tartar 
Was of the age of Justin Martyr, 
And, had the Saint sipp'd such, no doubt 
His martyrdom would have been— to gout. 

Is all then lost ?-^alas, too true,— 
Ye Tenths beloved, adieu, adieu ! 
My reign is o'er, my reign is o'er,— 
Like old Thumb's ghost, "I can no more." 



^^ 
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THE EUTHANASIA OF VAN. 

^ We are told that the bigots are growiDg old and hsX wearing out. 
it be 80, why not let us die in peace ? " 

Lord Bexley's Letter to the Freeholders oj Kent, 

Stop, Intellect, in mercy stop, 

Ye curst improvements, cease ; 
And let poor Nick V — ^ns— tt—t drop 

Into his grave in peace. 

Hide, Knowledge, hide thy rising sun. 

Young Freedom, veil thy head ; 
Let nothing good be thought or done. 

Till Nick V— ns— tt-t's dead ! 

Take pity on a dotard's fears, 

Who much doth light detest; 
And let his last £ew drivelling years 

Be dark as were the rest. 

Yon, too, ye fleeting one-ponnd notes, 

Speed not so fast away—- 
Ye rags, on which old Nicky gloats, 

A few months longer stay. (0 

Together soon, or much I err, 

You both from life may go,— 
The notes unto the scavenger, 

And Nick— to Nick below. 

(') P(Titurffi parcere cYtfitR. 
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Ye Liberals, whate'er your plan, 
Be all reforms suspended ; 

In compliment to dear old Van, 
Let nothing bad be mended. 

Ye Papists, whom oppression wrings, 
Your cry politely cease, 

And fret your hearts to fiddle-strings 
That Van may die in peace. 

So shall he win a fame sublime 
By few old rag-men gain'd ; 

Since all shall own, in Nicky's time, 
Nor sense, nor justice reign'd. 

So shall his name through ages past, 
And dolls ungotten yet, 

Date from " the days of Nicholas," 
With fond and sad regret ;— • 

And sighing say, '^alas, had he 
Been spared from Pluto's bowers. 

The blessed reign of Bigotry 
And Rags might still be ours ! " 



TO THE REVEREND 



ONE OP THE SIXTEEN REQUISITIONISTS OF NOTTINGHAM. 

What, t/oit, too, my ****** in hashes so knowing, 
Of sauces and soups Aristarchus profest ! 

Are yaUy too, my sa^ourY Brunswicker, going 
To make an old fooV oi ^owt^M viVOcL^Oofc^^^v^ 
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Far better to stick to your kitdien receipts;; 

And [(something to tease you must have, for variety, 
Go study how Ude, in his " Cookery/' treats 

Live eels, when he wants them for polished society. 

Just snuggling them in, 'twixt the bars of the fire, 
He leaves them to wriggle and writhe on the coals, (0 

In a manner that H— r — r himself would admire, 
And wish, 'stead of eels, they were Catholic souls. 

Ude tells us, the fish little suffering feels; 

While Papists, of late, have more sensitive grown; 
So, take my advice, try your h^nd at live eels. 

And, for once, let the other poor devils alone. 

I have ev'n a still better receipt for your cook,^- 
How to make a goose die of confirm'd hepatitis; (*) 

And, if you '11, for once, feI/oK7-feelings o'erlook, 
A well-tortured goose a most capital sight is. 

First, catch him, alive,-^make a good steady fire,— 
Set your victim before it, both legs being tied, 

(As,— if left to himself, — he might wish to retire), 
And place a large bowl of rich cream by his side. 

There roasting by inches, dry, fever'd, and faint, 
Having drunk all the cream, you so civilly laid, off. 

He dies of as charming a liver complaint 
As ever sleek parson could wish a pie made of. 

(') The only way, Monsieur Ude assures us, to get rid of the oil so 
objectionable in this fish. 

(*) A liver complaint. The process by which the livers of geese are 
enlarged for the famous Pates de foie cfoie. 
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only think; my dear one of Sixteen, 
What an emblem this bird, for the epicure's use meant, 
Presents of the mode in whidi Ireland has been 
Made a tid-bit for yours and your brethren's amusement : 

Tied down to the slake, while tier limbs, as they quiyer, 
A slow fire of tyranny wastes by degrees : 

No wonder disease should have swell'd up her liter. 
No wonder you, gourmands, should love her disease. 



IRISH ANTIQUITIES. 

AcGORDiKG to some leam'd opinions. 
The Irish o&ce were Carthaginians ; 
But, trusting to more late descriptions, 
I 'd rather say they were Egyptians. . 
My reason 's this :— the Priests of Isis, 

When forth they march'd in long array, 
Employ'd, 'mong other grave devices, 

A Sacred Ass to lead the way; (0 
And still the antiquarian traces 

'Mong Irish Lords this Pagan plan. 
For still, in all religious cases^ 

They put LordR— d— n in the van. 

(') To this practice the ancient adage alludes, <' Asians portans mys- 
teria." 
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A CURIOUS FACT. 



Thb present Lord K— ny— n (the Peer who tvrites letters, 

For which the waste-paper folks mach are his debtors) 

Hath one little oddity, well worth reciting, 

Which puzzleth obeervers, even more than his writing. 

Whenever Lord R~ny— -n doth chance to behold 

A cold Apple-pie— mind, the pie must be cold— 

His Lordship looks solemn (few people know why], 

And he makes a low bow to the said apple-pie. 

This idolatrous act, in so ^^ vital " a Peer, 

Is, by most serions Protestants, thought rather queer,— 

Pie-worship, they hold, coming under the head 

{Vide Chrustiumy chap, iv.) of the Worship of Bread. 

Some think H is a tribute, as author, he owes 

For the service that pie-crust hath done to his prose ;— 

The only good things in his pages, they swear, 

Bdng those that the pastry-cook sometimes puts there. 

Olhers say, 't is an homage, through pie-crost convey'd, 

To our Glorious Deliverer's much-honour'd shade ; 

As that Protestant Hero (or Saint, if you please] 

Was as fond of cold pie as he was of green peas, (>) 

And 't is solely in loyal remembrance of that, 

My Lord K— ny— ri to apple-pie takes off his hat. 

While others account for this kind salutation 

By what Tony Lumpkin calls ^^ concatenation "— 

(*) See the anecdote, which the Duchess of Marlborough relates in her 
Memoirs, of this polite hero appropriating to himself one day, at 
dinner, a whole dish of green peas, — the 6rst of the season, — while 
the poor Princess Anne, who was then in a longing condition^ sat b^^ 
rmnly eaireatiDg with her eyes, for a share. 
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A certain good-will that, from sympathy's ties, 
'Twixt old Apple-women and Orange-men lies. 
But 't is needless to add, these are all vague surmises, 
For thus, we 're assured, the whole matter arises : 
Lord K — ny — n's respected old father (like many 
Respected old fathers) was fond of a penny ; 
And loved so to save, (') that— there 's not the least question- 
His death was brought on by a bad indigestion, 
From cold apple-pie-crust his Lordship would stuff in, 
At breakfast, to save the expense of hot muffin. 
Hence it is, and hence only, that cold apple-pies 
Are beheld by his Heir with such reverent eyes- 
Just as honest King Stephen his beaver might doff 
To the fishes that carried his kind uncle off, — 
And while filial piety urges so many on, 
T is pure opple-pie-ety moves my Lord K — ny— n. 



NEW-FASHIONED ECHOES. 
Sir, 

Most of your readers are, no doubt, acquainted with the 
anecdote told of a certain not over-wise judge, who, when in 
the act of delivering a charge in some country court-house, was 
interrupted by the braymg of an ass at the door. " What noise 
is that?" asked the angry judge. ^^ Only an extraordinary echo 
there is in court, my Lord," answered one of the counsel. 
As there are a number of such " extraordinary echoes" abroad 

(') The same prudent propensity characterizes his descendant, who 

(as is well known) would not even go to the expense of a diphthong oo 

bis Other's monument, but haid. the insciiption spelled, economic 

thus : — " Hfors/anua wto."" 
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{t now, you will not, perhaps, be unwilling, Mr. Editor, to 
^iye the following few lines suggested by them. 

Yours, etc., 

S. 



Hue coeamus, (>) ait; nullique libentius unquam 
Responsura sono, Goeamus, retulit echo. — Oyid. 

There are echoes, we know, of all sorts, 
From the echo, that ** dies in the dale," 

To the " airy-tongued babbler," that sports 
Up the tide of the torrent her ** tale. " 

There are echoes that bore us, like Blues, 
With the latest smart mot they have heard ; 

There are echoes, extremely like shrews. 
Letting— nobody have the last word. 

In the bogs of old Paddy-land, too. 
Certain " talented " echoes (•) there dwell. 

Who, on being ask'd " How do you do?" 
Politely reply, ** Pretty well." 

But why should I talk any more 
Of such old-fashion'd echoes as tKese, 

When Britain has new ones in store. 
That transcend them by many degrees? 

For, of all repercussions of sound, 
Concerning which bards make a pother, 

There 's none like that happy rebound 
When one blockhead echoes another ;— 

I) « Let us form Clubs." 

'') Commonly called " Paddy Blake's 'EcViO«&.'' 
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When K— ny— n oommenees the bray. 
And the Boroagh-Doke follows his tracks 

While loodly from Dublin's sweet bay^ 
R— thd— ne brays, with interest, back ! 

And while, of mosledioes the sound 
On our ear by reflection doth fell, 

These Bmnswic^ers pass the bray round, 
Without any reflection at all. 

Oh Scott, were I gifted like you, 
Who can name all the echoes there are 

From Benvoirlich to bold Ben-venue, 
From Benledi to wild TJamvar ; 

I might track, through each hard Irish name, 
The rebounds of this asinine strain. 

Till from Neddy to Neddy, it came 
To the chief Neddy K— ny — ^n, again ; 

Might tell how it roar'd in R—thd— ne, 
How from D— ws— n it died off genteelly,— 

How hollow it rung from the crown 
Of the fat-pated Marquis of E— y ; 

How, on hearing my Lord of G e. 

Thistle-eaters, the stoutest, gave way. 

Outdone, in their own special line, 
By the forty-ass power of his bray ! 

But, no,— for so humble a bard 
'T is a subject too trying to touch on ; 

Such noblemen's names are too hard, 
And their noddles loo soU vo ^wW^wM^Ek wv. 
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Oh Echo, sweet nymph of the hill, 
Of the dell, and the deep sounding shelves; 

If, ui spite of Narcissas, yon still 
Take to fools who are charm'd with themselves, 

Who knows bat, some morning retiring 

To walk by the Trent's wooded side, 
You may meet with N— we— stle, admiruig 

His own lengthened ears in the tide ! 

Or on into Cambria straying, 
Find K— ny— n, that double-tongued elf, 

In his love of a$5-cendency, braying 
A Brunswick duet with himself! 



INCANTATION. 

FROM THE NEW TRAGEDY OF " THE BRDNSWICKERS." 

SCENE.— Pen^d^n Plain. In the middle, a caldron boiling. 
Thunder, — Enter three Brunstvickers. 
4 St. BrufW.— Thrice hath scribbluig K— ny— n scrawl'd, 
2d. Bruns.— Once hath fool N— wc— stle bawl'd, 
5d. Bruns.— B— xl— y snores :— 't is time, 't is time, 
ist, Briins.— Round about the caldron go; 
In the pois'nous nonsense throw. 
Bigot spite, that long hath grown 
Like a toad within a stone. 
Sweltering in the heart of S— tt, 
Boil we in the Brunswick pot. 

ilZI.— Dribble, dribble, nonsense dribble. 
Eld— n, talk, and K*-ny— n, acxVipSD^ft^ 
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2d. BrufW.—SlaYer from N— wc— sUe's quill 
In the noisome mess di$til, 
Brimming high oor Branswick broth 
Both with venom and with froth. 
Mix the brains ( though apt to hash ill, 
Being scant) of Lord M— ntc— shel, 

With that malty stuff which C s 

Drivels as no other man does. 
Catch (i. e. if catch you can) 
One idea, spick and span, 
From my Lord of S—y. 
One idea though it be 
Smaller than the '^ happy flea," 
Which his sire, in sonnet terse. 
Wedded to immortal verse. (0 
Though to rob the son is sin. 
Put his one idea in; 
And, to keep it company. 
Let that conjuror W — nch— Is— a 
Drop but ^aff another there. 
If he hath so much to spare. 

(') Alluding to a well-known lyric composition of the late Marquis, 
\>hich, with a slight alteration, might be addressed either to a flea era 
fly. For instance ; — 

'* Oh, happy, happy, happy fly. 

If I were you, or you were I." 
Or, 

Oh, happy, happy, happy flea, 

If I were you, or you were me; 

But since, alas! that cannot be, 

I must rema\ivl/»A S> ^^ . 
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Dreams of murders and of arsons, 
Hatch'd in heads of Irish parsons, 
Bring from every hole and corner, 
Where ferocious priests, like H— n— r, 
Purely for religious good, 
Cry aloud for Papists' blood,— 
Blood for W— Us, and such old women, 
At their ease to wade and swim in. 

AIL — Dribble, dribble, nonsense dribble, 
B— xl— y, talk, and K— ny— n, scribble. 

Sd. Bruns. — Now the charm begin to brew ; 
Sisters, sisters, add thereto 
Scraps of L — thbr— dge's old speeches, 
Mix'd with leather from his breeches. 
Rinsings of old B— xl—- y's brains, 
Thicken'd (if you '11 take the pains) 
With that pulp which rags create. 
In their middle, nympha state, 
Ere, like insects frail and sunny. 
Forth they wing abroad as money. 
There— the Hell-broth we 've enchanted— 
Now but one thing more is wanted. 
Squeeze o'er all that Orange juice, 
— — — keeps cork'd for use. 
Which, to work the better spell, is 

Golour'd deep with blood of , 

Blood of powers far more various 
Ev'n than that of Januarius, 
Since so great a charm hangs o'er i» . 
England's parsons bow before it ! 

AIL— Dribble, dribble, nonsense dribble, 
B — xl— y talk, and K— ny — n, scribble. 

2d. Brujw.— Cool it now with 's UU^^ 

So the charm is firm and good. XJEa-x^^m^x. 
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HOW TO MAKE A GOOD POLITICIAN. 

'^ Whene'er you're in doubt, said a Sage I once knew, 
'Twixt two lines of conduct which course to pursue, 
Ask a woman's advice, and, whate'er she advise, 
Do the very reverse, and you 're sure to be wise. 

Of the same use as guides are the Brunswicker throng ; 
In their thoughts, words, and deeds, so instinctively wrong, 
That, whatever they counsel, act, talk, or indite. 
Take the opposite course, and yon 're sure to be right. 
So golden this nile, that, had nature denied you 
The use of that finger-post. Reason, to guide you,— 
Were you even more doltish than any given man is. 
More soft than N— wc— slle— more twaddling than Van is, 
I 'd stake my repute, on the following conditions, 
To make you the soundest of sound politicians. 

Place yourself near the skirts of some high-flying Tory,— 
Some Brunswicker parson, of port- drinking glory, — 
Watch well how he dines, during any great Question,— 
What makes him feed gaily, what spoils his digestion,— 
And always^eel sure that his joy o'er a stew 
Portends a clear case of dyspepsia to you. 
Read him backwards, like Hebrew— whatever he wishes, 
Or praises, note down as absurd or pernicious. 
Like the folks of a weather-house, shifting about* 
When he 's out, be an In— when he 's in, be an Out. 
Keep him always reversed in your thoughts, night and day, 
Like an Irish tarometer turn'd the wrong way : — 

If he 's upy you may sweat v\\aV.lQiV3\^«ai\\ftT U ui^ ; 

If he 's dounxy you may \oo\Ltot a\i\v Ql\i\\sft ^n- 
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Never mind what debaters or joarnalists say, 
Only ask what he thinks, and then think t'other way. 

Does he hate the Smail-note Bill ? then firmly rely 
The Small-note Bill 's a blessing, though you don't know why. 
Is Brougham his aversion? then Harry 's your man. 
Does he quake at O'Gonnell ? take doubly to Dan. 
Is he all for the Turks ? then at once take the whole 
Russian Empire (Czar, Cossacks, and all) to your soul. 
In short, whatsoever he talks, thinks, or is, 
Be your thoughts, words, and essence the contrast of his. 
Nay, as Siamese ladies— at least, the polite ones- 
All paint their teeth black, 'cause the devil has white ones— 
If ev'n, by the chances of time or of tide, 
Your Tory, for once, should have sense on his side. 
Even tnen stand aloof,~for, be sure that Old Nick, 
When a Tory talks sensibly, means you some trick. 

Such my recipe is, — and, in one single verse, 
I shall now, in conclusion, its substance rehearse. 
Be all that a Brunswicker is not, nor could be. 
And then — you '11 be all that an honest man should be. 



EPISTLE OF CONDOLENCE, 

FROM A SLAVB-LORD TO A COTTON-LORD.. 

Alas ! my dear friend, what a state of affairs ! 

How unjustly we both are despoil'd of our rights ! 
Not a pound of black flesh shall I leave lo \);v^\v€\\%^ 

Nor must you any more work to deaVVi\vVV\e''9^V«^' 
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Both forced to submit to that general controller 
Of King, Lords, and cotton-mills— Public Opinion, 

No more shall you beat with a big billy-roller. 
Nor 1 with the cart-whip assert my dominion. 

Whereas, were we soffer'd to do as we please 
With our Blacks and our Whites, as of yore we were let, 

We might range them alternate, like harpsichord keys. 
And between us thamp out a good piebald duet. 

But this fun is all over;— farewell to the zest 
Which Slavery now lends to each tea-cup we sip ; 

Which makes still the cruellest coffee the best, 
And that sugar the sweetest which smacks of the whip. 

Farewell, too, the Factory's white picaninnies,— 
Small living machines, which, if flogg'd to their tasks, 

Mix so well with their namesakes, the '* Billies" and'* Jennies," 
That which have got souls in 'em nobody asks ;— 

Little Maids of the Mill, wh6, themselves but ill-fed, 
Are obliged, 'mong their other benevolent cares, 

To " keep feeding the scribblers," («)— and better, 't is said, 
Than old Blackwood or Fraser have ever fed theirs. 

All this is now o'er, and so dismal my loss is, 
So hard 't is to part from the smack of the thong. 

That I mean (from pure love for the old whipping process) 
To take to whipt syllabub all my life long. 

(i) One of the operations in cotton-milb usually performed by 
children. 
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THE GHOST OF MILTIADES.(') 

Ah quoties dubius Scripiis exarsit amator ! — Ovid, 

The Ghost of Miltiades came at night, 
And he stood by the bed of the Benthamite, 
And he said, in a voice that thrill'd the frame, 
*' If ever the sound of Marathon's name 
Hath fired thy blood or flusli'd thy brow, 
Lover of Liberty, rouse thee now !" 

The Benthamite, yawning, left his bed- 
Away to the Stock Exchange he sped, 
And he found the Scrip of Greece so high. 
That it fired his blood, it flush'd his eye, 
And oh, 't was a sight for the Ghost to see. 
For never was Greek more Greek than he ! 
And still as the premium higher went. 
His ecstasy rose— so much per cent. 
(As we see in a glass, that tells the weather. 
The heat and the silver rise together), . 
And Liberty sang from the patriot's lip. 
While a voice from his pocket whisper'd "Scrip !" 
The Ghosl of Miltiades came again ; — 
He smiled, as the pale moon smiles through rain, 
For his soul was glad at that patriot strain ; 
(And poor, dear ghost— how little he knew 
The jobs and the tricks of the Philhellene crew ! ) 

>) These verses, which appeared at a much earlier period than any 
the others in this volume, were ( for a reason which now no longer 
(ts) omitted in the former collection, entitled, ''Ga&h, 0\ci!i^ ^\N5i 
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'^ Blessings and thanks ! " was all he said, 
Then, melting away, like a night-dream, fled f 

The Benthamite hears — amazed that ghosts 

Could be such fools — and away he posts, 

A patriot still? Ah no, ah no — 

Goddess of Freedom, thy Scrip is low, 

And, warm and fond as thy lovers are, 

Thou triest their passion when under par. 

The Benthamite's ardour fast decays, 

By turns he weeps, and swears, and prays, 

And wishes the d~l had Crescent and Cross, 

Ere he had been forced to sell at a loss. 

They quote him the Stock of various nations, 

But, spile of his classic associations, 

Lord, how he loathes the Greek quotations ! 

** Who '11 buy my Scrip? Who '11 buy my Scrip?" 

Is now the theme of the patriot's lip, 

As he runs to tell how hard his lot is 

To Messrs. Orlando and Luriottis, 

A«d says, " Oh Greece, for Liberty's sake. 

Do buy my Scrip, and I vow to break 

Those dark unholy bonds of thine — 

If you '11 only consent toi»uy up miner 

The Ghost of Miltiades came once more; — 

His brow, like the night, was lowering o'er, 

And he said, with a look that flash'd dismay, 

" Of Liberty's foes the worst are they. 

Who turn to a trade her cause divine. 

And gamble for gold on Freedom's shrine!" 

Thus saying, the Ghost, as he took his flight, 

Gave a Parthian kick to the Benthamite, 

Which sent Mm, 'wYi\m^mTv?,,Q^v^^^Tx?i— 

And vanish'd awa^ lo lYv^SVj%\^tvtOTV> 
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ALARMING INTELLIGENCE— REVOLUTION IN THE 
DICTIONARY— ONE GALT AT THE HEAD OF IT. 

God preserve us! — there 's nothiag now safe from assault; — 
Thrones toppling around, churches brought to the hammer; 

And accounts have just reached us that one Mr. Gait 
Has declared open war against English and Grammar ! 

He had long been suspected of some such design, 
And, the better his wicked intentions t' arrive at. 

Had lately 'mong C— lb— n's troops of t^e line 
(The penny-a-line men), enlisted as private. 

There school'd, with a rabble of words at command, 
Scotch, English and slang, in promiscuous alliance, 

He, at length, against Syntax has taken his stand. 
And sets all the Nine Parts of Speech at defiance. 

Next advices, no doubt, further facts will afford ; 

In the meantime the danger most imminent growv, 
He has taken the Life of one eminent Lord, 

And who he '11 next murder the Lord only knows. 

Wednesday Evening, 

Since our last, matters, luckily, look more serene; 

Though the rebel, 't is stated, to aid his defection, 
Has seized a great Powder— no, Puff Magazine, 

And the explosions are dreadful in every direction. 

Wliat his meaning exactly is nobody knows, 
Ashe talks (in a strain of mleiiselao\.\\w^\\Q\v\ 
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Of lyrical " icbor,*' (•) " gihtinoiis" prose, (•) 
And a mutore calfd amber immortalization. (') 

.Voir, he niYes ola liard he once happen'd to meet. 
Seated high ^^ among ratUings," and churning a sonnet ;(*) 

>oir, talks of a mystery, wrapped in a sheet. 
With a halo (by way of a night-cap ) upon it ! (^] 

We shudder in tracing these terrible lines ; 

Something bad they must mean, tho' we can't make it out; 
For, wbate'er may be guess'd of Gait's secret designs, 

That they're all Jntt-Engli^ no Christian can doubt. 



RESOLUTIONS PASSED AT A LATE MEETING OF 
REVEEIENDS AND RIGHT REVERENDS. 

Resoltbd, — to stick to every particle 
Of every Creed and every Article, 
Reforming nought, or great or little, 
We 'II slanchly stand by "every tittle," (^) 

(■) ''That dark diseased ichor which coloured his effiisioQs/'— 
Gak^s Life of Byron, 

(*) ** That gelatinous character of their effusions." — Id, 

(3) « The poetical emhalment, or rather amber immortalization." 
—Id, 

(4) << Sitting amidst the shrouds and rattllngs, churning an inarticu- 
ale melody." — Id, 

(5) "He was a mystery in a winding-sheet, crowned with a halo." — Id. 

(6) One of the questions propounded to the Puritans in i573 was— 
** Whether the Book of Service was good and godly, every tittle ground- 
ed on the Holy Scripture ?" On which an honest Dissenter remarks 

-^^" Surely they Lad a wondertu\ o^imssn oil ^«« ^tRsx\Kft^%K^V ^t 
f* was not a ficde amiss in it." 



< 
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And scorn the swallow of that soal 
Which cannot boldly bolt the whole. 

Resolved, that, though St. Athanasius 
In damning souls is rather spacious,— 
Though wide and far his curses fall, 
Our Church ^' hath stomach for them all ;" 
And those who 're not content with such. 
May e'en be d— d ten times as much. 

Resolved,— such liberal souls are we,— 
Though hating Nonconformity, 
We yet believe the cash no worse is 
That comes from Nonconformist purses. 
Indifferent whence the money reaches 
The pockets of our reverend breeches. 
To us the Jumper's jingling penny 
Chinks with a tone as sweet as^ny; 
And ev'n our old friends Yea and Nay 
May through the nose for ever pray. 
If also through the nose they '11 pay. 

Resolved, that Hooper, (») Latimer, (») 
And Cranmer, (') all extremely err, 

I "Tbey,"the Bishops, **know that the primitive Church had no 
Bishops. If the fourth part of the bishopric remained unto the 
>p, it were sufficient." — On the Commandments^ p. 72. 
) ''Since the Prelates were made Lords and Nobles, the plough 
leth, there is no work done, the people starve." — Lat. Serm, 
) ''Of whom have come all these glorious titles, styles, and pomps 
the Church. But I would that I, and all my brethren, the Bi- 
s, would leave all our styles, and write the sidles oC q»x oSSk.^^^ ^^« 
/^ of Cranmer, bjr Sirjrpe, appendix. 



2 TRIFLES, REPRBITED. 

In taking such alow-bred view 

Of what Lords Spiritual ought to do : — ' 

All owing to the fact, poor men, 

That MEother Church was modest then, 

Nor knew what golden eggs her goose, 

The Public, would in time produce. 

One Pisgah peep at modern Durham 

To for more lordly thoughts would stir 'em. 

Resolved, that when we, Spiritual Lords, 

Whose income just enough affords 

To keep our Spiritual Lordships cozy. 

Are told, by Antiquarians prosy, 

How ancient Bishops cup up theirs, 

Giving tlie poor the largest shares,— 

Our answer is, m one short word. 

We think it pious, but absurd. 

Those good men made the world their debtor, 

But we, the Church reformed, know better; 

And, taking all that all can pay, 

Balance the account the other way. 

Resolved, our thanks profoundly due are 
To last month's Quarterly Reviewer, 
Who proves (by arguments so clear, 
One sees how much he holds per year) 
That England's Church, thougli out of date, 
Must slill be left to lie in state. 
As dead, as rotten, and as grand as 
The mummy of King Osymandyas, 
AH pickled snug,— the brains drawn out(0-- 
Fine cosily cerements swatlied about, — 

t (') Part of the proce^ ol «E\i«\\s«B«iv\. 
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And '* Touch me not, " those words terrific, 
Scrawl'd o'er her in good hieroglyphic. 



SIR ANDREW'S DREAM. 

" Nee tu sperne piis venientia somnia portis : 
Cum pia venerunt somnia, pondus habent.'' 

ProperCy Lib. 4, Eieff, 7. 

As snug, on a Sunday eve, of lale, 

In his easy chair Sir Andrew sate, 

Being much too pious, as every one knows, 

To do aught, of a Sunday eve, but doze. 

He dreamt a dream, dear holy man. 

And I '\l tell you his dream as well as I can. 

He found himself, to his great amaze, 

In Charles the First's high Tory days, 

And just at the time that gravest of courts 

Had p^iblish'd its Book of Sunday Sports. (»)— 

Sunday Sports ! what a thing for the ear 

Of our Andrew, even in sleep, to hear !— 

The Book of Sports, drawn up by Bishop Moretoo, was first put 
1 the reign of James I., 16x8, and afterwards republished, at the 
of Laud, by Charles I., i633, with an injunction that it should be 
public by order from the Bishops.'* ^We find it therein declared, 
for his good people's recreation, His Majesty's pleasure was, that 
ic end of divine service they should not be disturbed, letted, or 
aged from any lawful recreations, such as dancing, either of men 
len, archery for men, leaping, vaulting, or any such harmless re' 
ns^ nor having of May-games, Whilsun-ales, or MQin:l&<la!CLce&^ 
ig up of May-poles, or other spoTU \\\ttesn^\>s^^r '^^^^ 



I 
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It chanced to be, too, a Sabbath day, 

When the people from church were coming away; 

And Andrew with horror heard this song. 

As the smiling sinners flock'd along :— 

^^ Long life lo the Bishops, hurra ! hurra ! 

For a week of work and a Sunday of play 

Make the poor man's life run merry away. " 

« 

" The Bishops ! " quoth Andrew, " Popish, I guess, " 
And he grinn'd with conscious holiness. 
But the song went on and, to brim the cup 
Of poor Andy's anguish, the fiddles struck up ! 

" Gome, take out the lasses— let 's have a dance— 

For the Bishops allow us to skip our fill, 
Well knowing that no one 's the more in advance 

On the road to heaven, for standing still. 
Oh, it never was meant that grim grimaces 

Should sour the cream of a creed of love; 
Or that fellows with long disastrous faces 

Alone should sit among cherubs above. 

Then hurra for tlie Bishops, etc. 

" For Sunday fun we never can fail. 

When the church herself each sport points out;— 
There's May-games, archery, Whitsun-ale, 

And a May-pole high to dance about. 
Or, if chance we be for a pole hard driven, 

Some lone lank saint, of aspect fell. 
With his pockets on earth, and his nose in heaven. 

Will do for a May-pole just as well. 
Then luifra for the Bishops, hurra ! hurra ! 
A week of work at\d a StiYiWVJtv ^IV^vj 
Make the poor man's Wtetxm vaett^^wv^."' 
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To Andy, who doesn't much deal in history, 

This Sunday scene was a downright mystery; 

And God knows where might have ended the joke, 

But, in trying to stop the fiddles, he woke. 

And the odd thing is ( as the rumour goes ) 

That since that dream, — which, one would suppose, 

Should have made his godly stomach rise. 

Even more than ever, 'gainst Sunday pies, — 

He has view'd things quite with different eyes ; 

Is beginning to take, on matters divine, 

Like Charles and his Bishops, the sporting line, — 

Is all for Christians jigging in pairs, 

As an interlude 'twixt Sunday prayers ; — 

Nay, talks of getting Archbishop H— 1 — y 

To bring in a Bill, enacting duly, 

That all grood Protestants, from this date. 

May, freely and lawfully, recreate, 

Of a Sunday eve, their spirits moody. 

With Jack in the Straw, or Punch and Judy. 



LOVE SONG. 

TO MISS . 

Air, — "Come, live with me and be my love." 

Come wed with me, and we will write^ 

My Blue of Blues, from mom till night. 

Chased from our classic souls shall be 

All thoughts of vulgar progeny; 

And thou shalt walk through smiluig rows 

Of chubby duodecimos. 

While I, to match l\\y ptoA»RX& w«m\^^ 

Shall iie-in of a quarto ^eatV^ . 
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*T is true, ev'n books entail some trouble ; 

But live productions give one double. 

Correcting children is such bother, — 

While printers' dev'ls correct the other. 

Just think, my own Malthusian dear, 

How much more decent 't is to hear 

From male or female,— as it may be,— 

" How is your book?" than "How 's your baby?" 

And, whereas physic and wet nurses 

Do much exhaust paternal purses, 

Our books, if rickety, may go 

And be well dry-nursed in the Row ; 

And, when God wills to take them hence, 

Are buried at iJie Row's expense. 

Besides, (as 't is well proved by thee, 
In thy own Works, vol. 95), 
The march, just now, of population 
So much outstrips all moderation, 
That ev'n prolific herring-shoals 
Keep pace not with our erring souls. (>) 
Oh far more proper and well-bred 
To stick ^0 writing books instead ; 
And show the^ world how two Blue lovers 
Can coalesce, like two book-covers, 
(Sheep-skin, or calf, or such wise leather) 
Letter'd at back, and stitch'd together. 
Fondly as first the binder fix'd 'em, 
With nought but— literature betwix t 'em. 

* 

(0 See "Ella of Garveloch." — Garveloch being a place where there 
W9S ^ large herriDg-fisbery, but ^Wre, ^ ^vi^ ^« lotd by the author, 
ftbe people iocreased mucli fasxec \\i«!a^« Y^^u^^r 
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SUNDAY ETHICS 

A SCOTCH ODE. 

PuiR, profligate Londoners^ having heard tell 

That the De'il 's got amang ye, and fearing 't is irntj, 

We ha' sent ye a mon wha 's a match for his spell, 

A chiel o' our ain, that the De'il himsel 
Will be glad to keep clear of, one Andrew Agnew. 

So, at least, ye may reckon, for ane day entire 
In ilka lang week ye'U be tranquil eneugh, 
As Auld Nick, do him justice, abhors a Scotch squire, 
An* would sooner gae roast by his ain kitchen fire 
Than pass a hale Sunday wi' Andrew Agnew. 

For bless the gade mon, gin he had his ain way, 
He 'd na let a cat, on the Sabbath say '*mew;" 
Nae birdie maun whistle, nae lambie maun play, 
An' Phoebus himsel could na travel that day, 
As he'd find a new Joshua in Andie Agoew. 

Only hear, in your Senate, how awfu' he cries, 

** Wae, wae to a' sinners who boil an' who stew I 
Wae, wae to a' eaters o' Sabbath-baked pies. 
For as surely again shall the crust thereof rise 
In judgment against ye," saith Andrew Agnew! 

Ye may think, from a' tliis, that our Andie 's the lad 

To ca' o'er the coals your nobeelity, too ; 
That their drives, o' a Sunday, wi' flunkies, (0 a' clad 
Like shawmen, behind 'em, would mak the mon mad,— 
But he 's nae sic a noodle, our Andie Agnew. 

(*) Serraats in Jiverjr. 
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If Lairds an' fine Ladies, on Sunday, think right 
To gang to the deevil,— as maist o' em do,— 

To stop them our Andie would think na polite; 

And 't is odds (if the chiel could get ony thing by 't) 
But he 'd follow 'em, booing, (») would Andrew Agnew. 



AWFUL EVENT. 



Yes, W— neh— -Is— a (I tremble while I pen it), 
W— neh— Is— a's Earl hath cut the British Senate,— 
Hath said to England's Peers, in accent gruff, - 
"T/iat for ye all," [snapping his fingers], and exit, ina huft 

Disastrous news!— like that, of old, which spread 
From shore to shore, *^ our mighty Pan is dead,'' 
O'er the cross benches (cross from being crost) 
Sounds the loud wail, "Our W— nch— Is— a is lost ! * 

Which of ye, Lords, that heard him, can forget 
The deep impression of that awful threat, 
*• I quit your house ! ! " — 'midst all that histories tell, 
I know but one event that 's parallel :— 



It chanced at Drury Lane, one Easter night. 
When the gay gods, too blest to be polite, 
Grods at their ease, like those of learn'd Lucretius, 
Laugh'd, whistled, groan'd' uproariously facetious, 
A well-dress'd member of the middle gallery, 
Whose "ears polite" disdain'd such low canaillerie. 
Rose in his place— so grand, you 'd almost swear 
Lord W— nch— Is— a himself stood towering there,— 

^') For the << gude effects and uXecWx^ ol Vm^qIii^;' see the Man </ th 
f. 
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And, like that Lord of digaity and, nous^ 

Said, ** Silence, fellows, or I '11 leave the house! ! " 

How brook'd the Gods this speech? Ah, well-a-day, 

That speech so fine should be so thrown away ! 

In vain did this mid-gallery grandee 

Assert his own two-shilling dignity,— 

In vain he menaced to withdraw the ray 

Of his own full price countenance away,— 

Fun against Dignity is fearful odds, 

And as the Lords laugh nowy so giggled then the Gods ! 



THE NUMBERING OF THE CLERGY. 

PARODY ON SIR CHARLES HAN. WILLIAHS'S FAMOUS ODE, 
" Come, Che, and give me sweet kisses," 



" We want more Churches and more Clergymen.*' 

Bishop of London* s ItUe Charge. 

" Rectorum numerum, terris pereundbus, augent." 

Claudian in Eutrop, 

Gome, give us more Livings and Rectors, 

For, richer no realm ever gave; 
But why, ye unchristian objectors, 

Do ye ask us how many we crave? (*) 

(t) Come, Cloe, and give me sweet kisses; 
For sweeter sure never girl gave; 
But why, in the midst of my blis&e&^ 
Do you ask me YioNf many I'^^Vw^'^ 
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Oh, there can't 6e too many rich Livings 
For souls of the Pluralist kind, 

Who, despising old Cocker's misgivings, 
To numbers can ne'er be confined.^') 



Count the cormorants hovering about, {*) 
At the time their Osh season sets in, 

When these models of keen diners-out 
Are preparing their beaks to begin. 

Count the rooks that, in clerical dresses. 
Flock round when the harvest 's in play< 

And, not minding the farmer's distresses, 
Like devils in grain peck away. 

Go, number the locusts in heaven, (3) 
On their way to some titheable shore; 

And when-so many Parsons you 've given^ 
We still shall be craving for more. 



(') For whilst I love thee above measure, 
To numbers I Ml ue'er be confiQed. 

(*) Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel its fields^ 
Count the flocks, etc. 

(s) Go number the stars in the heaven, 

Count how many sands on the shore ; 
When so many kisses you 've given, 
I still s\\a\\ be ct?cs\\^^ loi: mot^. 
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Then, unless ye the Church would submerge, ye 

Must leave us in peace to augment; 
For the wretch who could number the Clergy, 

With few will be ever content. (0 



A SAD CASE. 



* If it be the undergraduate season at which this rabies religiosa is to 
10 fearful, what security has Mr. Goulburn against it at this moment, 
in his son is actually exposed to the full venom of an association with 
senters?" — The r/wej, March 2 5. 

How sad a case !— just think of it— 
If G — lb— n junior should be bit 
By some insane Dissenter, roaming 
Through Granta's halls, at large and foaming 
And with that aspect, ultra crabbed. 
Which marks Dissenters when they 're rabid! 
God only knows what mischiefs might 
Result from this, one single bite. 
Or how the venom, once suck'd in. 
Might spread and rage through kith and kin. 
Mad folks, of all denominations, 
First turn upon their own relations : 
So that one G— Ib—n, fairly bit, 
Might end in maddening Ihe'whole kit, 
Till, ah, ye gods, we 'd have to rue 
Our G— lb — n senior bitten too; 

(«) But the wretch who can number his kisses, 
With few wiU be ever couVeiA. 
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The Hycburchpholna in those veins^ 
Where Tory blood now redly reigns; 
And that dear man, who now perceives 
Salvation only in lawn sleeves, 
Might, tainted by such coarse infection, 
Run mad in the opposite du'ection, 
And think, poor man, 't is only given 
To linsey-woolsey to reach Heaven ! 

Just fancy what a shock 't would be 
Our G— lb— n in his fits to see, 
Tearing into a thousand particles 
His once-loved Nine and Thirty Articles ; 
(Those Articles his friend, the Duke, (') 
For Gospel, t' other night, mistook); 
Cursing cathedrals, deans, and singers,—- 
Wishing the ro[)es might hang the ringers,— 
Pelting the church with blasphemies, 
Even worse than Parson B— v — rl— y'sj— 
And ripe for severing Church and State, 
Like any creedless reprobate. 
Or like that class of Methodists 
Prince Waterloo styles "Atheists!" 

But 't is too much,— the Muse turns pale, 
And o'er the picture drops a veil, 
Praying, God save the G— lb— rns all 
From mad Dissenters, great and small ! 

<0 The Duke of WellingtoD, who styled them "the Articles of 
Christianity.'* 
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A DREAM OF HINDOSTAN. 

risum teneatis, amici. 

" The longer one lives, the more one learns," 

Said I, as off to sleep I went, 
Bemused with thinking of Tithe concerns, 
And reading a book, by the Bishop of Ferns, (») 

On the Irish Church Establishment. 
But, lo, in sleep, not long I lay, 

When Fancy her usual tricks began, 
And I found myself bewitch'd away 

To a goodly city in Hindostan,— 
A city, where he, who dares to dine 

On aught but rice, is deem'd a sinner; 
Where sheep and kine are held divine, 

And, accordingly— never drest for dinner. 

"But how is this?" I wondering cried,— - 
As I walk'd that city, fair and wide. 
And saw, in every marble street, 

A row of beautiful butcher's shops, — 
^* What means, for men who do n't eat meat. 

This grand display of loins and chops ?" 
In vain I ask'd— 't was plain to see 

That nobody dared to answer me. 

So, on, firom street to street I strode; 
And you can't conceive how vastly odd 
The butchers look'd,— a roseate crew, 
Inshrined in stalls, with nought to do ; 

(') Ad iade/atigable scribbler oi Anli-CaX^KioVvt^ ^vcd.'^^Vk. 
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While some on a henchy half dozing, sat, 
Andlhe Sacred Cows were nol more fat. 

Still posed to think what all this scene 
Of sinecure trade was meant to mean, 
"And, pray,"ask'd I — " By whom is paid 
The expense of this strange masquerade?'^ — 
" The expense I— oh, that 's of course defray'd 
(Said one of these well-fed Hecatombers) 
By yonder rascally rice-consnmers." 

**What ! they, who never must eat " 

" No matter— 
(And, while he spoke, his cheeks grew fatter) 
The rogues may munch their Paddy crop, 
But the rogues must still support our shop. 
And, depend upon it, the way to treat 

Heretical stomachs that thus dissent, 
. Is to burden all that won't eat meat. 

With a costly Meat Establishment." 
On hearing these words so gravely said. 

With a volley of laughter loud I shook; 
And my slumber fled, and my dream was sped, 
And I found I was lying snug in bed, 

With my nose in the Bishop of Ferms*s book. 
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PROPOSALS FOR A GYNOECOGRACY. 

ADDRESSED TO A LATE RADICAL MRETLNG. 

" Quas ipsa decus sibi dia Camilla 

Delegit, pacisque bonas bellique mioistras." — Virgil, 

As Whig Reform has had its range, 

And none of us are yet content, 
Suppose, my friends, by way of change, 

We try a Female Parliament : 
And since, of late, with he M. P.'s 
We 've fared so badly, take to she's,—- 
Petticoat patriots, flounced John Russells, 
Burdetts in blonde, and Broughams in hustles* 
The plan is startling, I confess,-— 
But 't is but an affair of dress; 
Nor see I much there is Co choose 

'Twixt Ladies (so they 're thorough-l)red ones) 
In ribands of all sorts of hues, 

Or Lords in only blue or red ones. 

At least, the fiddlers will be winners. 

Whatever other trade advances; 
As then, instead of Cabinet dinners. 

We '11 have, at Almack's, Cabinet dances; 
Nor let this world's important questions 
Depend ou Ministers' digestions. 

If Ude's receipts have done things ill, 
To Weippert's band they may go belter ; 

There 's Lady * * , in one quadtVWft, 
Would settle Europe, i! you'd\eV\\^Y \ 
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And who the deuce or asks or cares, 

When Whigs or Tories have undone *em, 
Whether they've danced through State affairs. 
Or simply, dully, dined .upon 'em? 

Hurra then for the Petticoats ! 

To Ihem we pledge our free-born votes ; 

We'll liave all she, and only she, — 

Pert blues shall act as ^' best debaters," 
Old dowagers our Bishops be, 

And termagants our Agitators. 

If Yestris, to oblige the nation, 

Her own Olympus will abandon, 
And help to prop the Administration, 

It can't liave better legs to stand on. 
The famed Macaulay ( Miss ) shall show , 

Each evening, forth in learn'd oration ; 
Shall move (midst general cries of '* Oh ! ") 

For full returns of population : 
And, finally, to crown the whole, 
The Princess Olive, Royal soul, 
Shall from her bower in Banco Regis, 
Descend, to bless her faithful lieges, 
And, mid our Unions' loyal chorus, 
Reign jollily for ever o'er us. 



TO THE EDITOR OF THE 



4 ♦ ♦ 



Sir, 



Having heard some rumours respecting the strange anp 
awful visitation under w\\\e\i\.OT^ ^~\sSl— ^ \v«& for some time 
fast been suffering, iu cotvswvvxtttfi^ Ql\v\&^^>3«3t^\««9^>\^\^ 
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"anthems, solos, duets, etc.," I took the Hberly of making in- 
quiries at his Lordship's house this morning, and lose no time in 
transmitting to you such particulars as I could collect. It is said 
that the screams of his Lordship, under the operation of this 
nightly concert (which is, no doubt, some trick of the Radicals), 
may be heard all oyer the neighbourhood . The female who per- 
sonates St. Cecilia is supposed to be the same that, last year, 
appeared in the character of Isis, at ihe Rotunda. How the 
cherubs are managed, I have not yet ascertained. 

Yours, etc., 

P. P. 



LORD H— NL-Y AND ST. CECILIA. 

— in Metii descendat Judicis aures. — Horat, 



As snug in his bed Lord H— nl— y lay, 

Revolving much his own renown, 
And hoping to add thereto a ray. 

By puttmg duets and anthems down, 

Sadden a strain of choral sounds 

Mellifluous o'er his senses stole ; 
Whereat the Reformer mutter'd, '^Zounds ! " 

For he loathed sweet music with all his soul. 

Then, starting up, he saw a sight 

That well might shock so learn'd a snorer,— 
Saint Cecilia, robed in light, 

With a portable organ slung before her. 

And round were cherubs, on rainbov^ ^n\v\^%^ 
Who, his Lordship fear'd, mi^Yvl X\t^ ol ^\\M\Si%. 
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So begg'd they'd sit,— bat ah ! poor things, 
They had, none of them, got the means of sitting. (') 

^^ Having heard," said the Saint, ^^ you're fond of hymns. 
And indeed, that musical snore betray'd you, 

Myself, and my choir of Ghernbims, 
Are come, for a while, to serenade yon." 

In vain did the horrified H— nl— y say 

" 'T was all a mistake"—" she was misdirected ;" 

And point to a concert, over the way, 
Where fiddlers and angels were expected. 

In vain— the Saint could see in his looks 

(She civilly said) much tuneful lore; 
So, at once, all open'd their music-books. 

And herself and her Cherubs set off at score. 

All night duets, terzets, quartets. 

Nay, long quintets most dire to hear. 
Ay, and old motets and canzonets. 

And glees, in sets, kept boring his ear. 

He tried to sleep, — but it would n't do; 

So loud they squall'd, he must attend to 'em; 
Thou(?h Cherubs' songs, to his cost he knew. 

Were like themselves, and had no end to 'em. 

Oh judgment dire on judges bold. 
Who meddle with music's sacred strains ! 

Judge Midas tried the same of old, 
And was punish 'd, like H— nl— y, for his pains. 

(^) " Asseyez-vous, mes enUiisr — -"W xl"^ ^ '^sk ^ ^<^^ mon 
Seigneur,^' 
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But worse on the modern judge, alas ! 

Is the sentence launched from Apollo's throne ; 
For Midas was given the ears of an ass, 

While H— nl— y is doom'd to keep his own ! 



THE DANCE OF BISHOPS; 
OR, THE EPISCOPAL QUADRILLE. 

A DREAM. 

« Solemn dances were, on great festivals and celebrations, admitted 
among the primitiye Christians, in which even the Bishops and digni- 
fied Qergy were performers. Scaliger says, that the first Bishops were 
called Prassules (<) for no other reason than that they led off these 
dances." — Cjrclopasdiaf Art. Dances, 

V YE had such a dream, — a frightful dream,— 
Though funny, mayhap, to wags 'twill se^n. 
By all who regard the Church, tike us, 
'Twill be thought exceedingly ominous ! 

As reading in bed I lay last night, 

Which (being insured) is my delight,— 

I happened to doze off just as I got to 

The singular fact which forms my motto. 

Only think, thought I, as I dozed away, 

Of a party of churchmen dancing the hay ! 

Clerks, curates, and rectors, capering all. 

With a neat-legg'd Bishop to open the ball ! 

Scarce had my eye-lids time to close, 

When the scene I had fancied before me rose.— 

(') Literally, First Bancen. 
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An Episcopal Hop, on a scale so grand 
As my dazzled eye-lids could hardly stand. 
For Britain and Erin dobb'd their Sees 
To make it a Dance of Dignities, 
And I saw,— oh brightest of Chorch events! 
A qoadriUe of the two Establishments, 
Bishop to Bishop vis-iir^viSy 
Footing away prodigionsly ! 

There was Bristol capering up to Derry, 

And CkHrk with London making merry; 

While huge Llandaff, with a See, so so, 

Was to dear old Doblin pointing his toe. 

There was Chester, hatch'd by woman's smile, 

Performing a chaine de$ dames in style ; 

While he who, whene'er the Lords' House dozes, 

Can waken them up by citing Moses, (*) 

The portly Tuam was all in a hurry 

To set, en evant, to Canterbury. 

Meantime, while pamphlets stufTd his pockets, 

(All out of date, like spent sky-rockets) 

Our Exeter stood forth to caper 

As high on the floor as he doth on paper,— 

Much like a dapper Dancing Dervise, 

Who pirouettes his whole ehurch-service,— 

Performing, 'midst those reverend souls, 

Such enirechatSy such cahrioles^ 

Such halonnis, (*) such— rigmaroles. 



(') *'And what does Moses say?** — One of the ejaculations witli 
which this eminent prelate enlivened his famous speech on the Catholic 

question. 
(') A description of tbe mexYiod ol ^xaoaiCYft^ ^>&\ve^Ts«^\i^xa&^ 
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Now high, now low, now this, now that, 

That none could guess what the devil he'd be at ; 

Though, watching his various steps, some thought 

That a step in the Church was all he sought. 

But alas, alas ! while thus so gay. 

These reverend dancers frisk'd away, 

Nor Paul himself (not the Saint, but he 

Of the Opera-house) could brisker be, 

There gathered a gloom around their glee,— 

A shadow, which came and went so fast, 

That ere you could say ^^ ' t is there," 't was past. 

And, lo, when the scene again was clear 'd. 

Ten of the dancers had disappear 'd. 

Ten able-bodied quadrillers swept 

From the hallow 'd floor where late they stept. 

While twelve was all that footed it still, 

On the Irish side of that grand Quadrille ! 

Nor this the worst :--^till danced they on. 

But the pomp was sadden'd, the smile was gone, 

And again, from time to time, the same 

Ul-omen'd darkness round them came, — 

While still, as the light broke out anew, 

Their ranks look'd !<;ss by a dozen or two; 

Till ah! at last there were only found 

Just Bishops enough for a four-hands-round ; 

And when I awoke, hnpatient getting, 

1 1 eft the last holy pair paussetting ! 

fatore performers in the same line :—** Ce pas est compost de deux 
tavemens diff^ns, savoir, plier, et sauter sor un pied, et se rejieter 
• rautre, ^—Dictionnaire de Danse. kr\. Contrt-lemip ». 
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Noia bene.— As ladies in years, it seems, 
Hare the happiest knack at solring dreams, 
I shall leave to my ancient feminine friends 
Of the Standard to say what this portends. 



DICK * * * * 

▲ CHARACTER. 



Of yarions scraps and fragments bnilt, 

Borrowed alike from fools and wits, 
Dick's mind was like a patch-work qoilt. 

Made np of new, old, motley Ints, — 
Where, if the Co. call'd in then: shares, 

If petticoats their quota got. 
And gowns were all refunded theirs. 

The c[uilt would look but shy; God wot. 

And thus he still, new plagiaries seeking. 

Reversed ventriloquism's trick, 
For, 'stead of Dick through others speaking, 

T was others we heard speak through Dick. 
A Tory now, all bounds exceeding. 

Now best of Whigs, now worst of rats; 
One day, with Malthus, foe to breeding, 

The.next, with Sadler, all for brats. 

Poor Dick I—and how else could it be ? 

With notions all at random caught, 
A sort of mental fricassee. 

Made up of legs and wings of thought,- 
The leavings of the last Debate, or 

A dinner, yesletda^ , ol V\\s, 
Where Dick sale by and^W^e «^«A«t, 

Had the scraps tor i^tcp:mVfi». 
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A CORRECTED REPORT OF SOME LATE 

SPEECHES. 

** Then I heard one saint speaking, and another saint said unto that 
aint." 

St. S — ncl— r rose and declared in sooth, 
That he would n't give sixpence to Maynooth. 
He had hated priests the whole of his life. 
For a priest was a man who had no wife, (>) 
And, having no wife, the Church was his mother^ 
The Church was his failier, sister, and brother. 
This being the case, he was sorry to say, 
That a gidf 'twixt Papist and Protestant lay, (*) 
So deep and wide, scarce possible was it 
To say even "how d 'ye do?" across it: 
And though your Liberals, nimble as fleas, 
Could clear such gulfs with perfect ease, 
^Twas a jump that nothing on earth could make 
Your proper, heavy -built Christian take. 
No, no,— if a Dance of Sects must be. 
He would set to the Baptist willingly,(3) 

(*) *'He objected to the maintenance and education of a clei^y 
bound by the particular vows of celibacy, which, as it were, gave them 
the church as their only familx, making it fin the places of father and 
mother and brother,^* — ^Debate on the Grant to Maynooth College, The 
Times, April eg. 

(•) '* It had always appeared to him that between the Catholic and 
_ Protestant a great gulf iatersened, which rendered it impossible, etc." 

p) " The Baptist might acceptably extend the offices of religion to 
tlie PresliTterian and the Independent, OT^<&ini»i!^^( ^^^K&nsk^^ 
Englaad to any of the other three ; but X\ife C^^'^Xv^? ^v^- 
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At the Independent deign to smirk, 

And rig;adoon with old Mother Kirk; 

Nay ev'n, for once, if needs most be, 

He would take hands round with all the three; 

Bat, as to a jig with Popery, no, — 

To the Harlot ne'er would he point his toe. 

St. M— nd— V— le was the next that rose,— 
That Saint who round, as a pedlar, goes, 
With his pack of piety and prose, 
Heavy and hot enough, God knows, — 
And he said that Papists were much inclined 
To extirpate all of Protestant kind. 
Which he could n't, in truth, so much oondenin. 
Having rather a wish to extirpate thiem ; 
That is,^to guard against mistake, — 
To extirpate them for their doctrine's sake ; 
A distinction Churchmen always make, — 
Inasmndi that, when they 've prime control. 
Though sometimes roasting heretics whole. 
They but cook the body for sake of the soul. 

Next jump'd St. J— hnst— njoUily forth, 
The spiritual Dogberry of the North,(») 
A right " wise fellow and, what's more. 
An officer," (•) like his type of yore ; 

(i) ^Couldhe then, holding as he did a spiritual office in the Ghordi 
of Scotland (cries of hear, and laughter) with any consisttneygive his 
consent to a grant of money ? " etc. 

(') '*Iam a wise fellow, and, ^Y^diV&Tnnt^^w^^&Ksxr — "MucKAdla 
*ouf Nothing, 
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And he ask*d, if we grant sach toleratioDi 
Pray, what's the ase of our Reformation ? (>) 

What is the use of our Church and State ? 
Our Bishops, Articles, Tithe, and Rate ? 
And, still as he yell'd out '< what's the use?" 
Old Echoes, from their cells recluse 
Where they 'd for centuries slept, hroke loo9e, 
Yelling responsiye, " What 's the use?'* 



THE BRUNSWICK CLUB. 

A letter having been addressed to a very distinguished personage, 

requesting him to become the Patron of this Orange Club, a polite 

answer was forthwith returned, of which we have been fortunate enough 

to obtain a copy. 

Brimsione-hall, September i, 1828. 

Private— Lord Belzebub presents 
To the Brunswick Club his compliments, 
And much regrets to say that he 
Cannot, at present, their Patron be. 
In stating this. Lord Bebsebub 
Assures, on his honour, the Brunswick Club, 
That 't is n't from any lukewarm lack 
Of zeal, or fire, he thus holds back- 
As ev'n Lord Coal (*) himself is not 
For the Orange party more red-hot : 

(>) '' What, he asked, was the use of the Reformation? What was 
the use of the Articles of the Church of England, or of the Church of 
Scotland?** etc 

(') UsuaUy written « Cole;* 
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But the truth is, till their Club affords 

A somewhat decenter shew of Lords, 

And on its list of members gets 

A few less rubbishy Baronets, 

Lord Belzebub must beg (o be 

Excused from keeping such company. 

Who the devil, he humbly begs to know , 

Are Lord Glandine, and Lord Dunlo? 

Or who, with a grain of sense, would go 

To sit and be bored by Lord M-yo ? 

What liying creature—eorcepf his nurse-- 

For Lord M-ntc-sh-1 cares a curse, 

Or thinks 't would matter if Lord M-sk-rry 

Were t' other side of the Stygian ferry ? 

Breathes there a man in Dublin town. 

Who *d give but half of half-a- crown 

To save from drowning my Lord R-thd-ne, 

Or who would n't also gladly hustle in 

Lords R-d-n, B-nd-n, C-le, and J-o-c-l-n ? 

In short, though, from bis tenderest years, 

Accustom'd to all sorts of Peers, 

Lord Belzebub much questions whether 

He ever yet saw, mix'd together. 

As 't were in one capacious tub. 

Such a mess of noble silly-bub 

As the twenty Peers of the Brunswick Club. 

It being impossible that Lord B. 

Gould stoop to such society, 

Thinking, he owns ( though no great prig ), 

For one in his station 'twere infra dig. 

He begs to proi^se, Vn Vfefc VaXeran, 

Tiil they find somev^coV^^^'^^'^^^^'^^'*^^ 
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His Highness of C d, «s Sub, 

To take his place at the Brunswick Glob— 

Begging, meanwhile, himself to dub 

Their obedient servant, Belzebdb. 

It luckily happens, the R-y-1 Duke 
Resembles so much in air and look, 
The head of the Belzebub family, 
That few can any difTerence see; 
Which makes him, of course, the better suit 
To serve as Lord^B.'s substitute. 



ADVERTISEMENT. (') 

Missing or lost, last Sunday night, 
A Waterloo coin, whereon was traced 

The inscription, *^ Courage ! " in letters bright, 
Though a little by rust of years defaced. 

The metal thereof is rough and hard. 
And— 't is thought of late— mix'd up with brass; 

But it bears the stamp of Fameiii award. 
And through all Posterity's hands will pass. 

How it was lost, God only knows. 

But certain City thieves, they say. 
Broke in on the owner's evening doze. 

And filched this " gift of gods " away ! 

(*) Written at that memoraUecnsis when a distinguished Duke, then 
ime Minister, acting under the inspirations of Sir C. H — n — r and 
rer City worthies, advised his Ma\e&Xy \o ^^ \i\^ \afc ^a^^xMfc^ 
ofir'oji of dming with the Lord Mayor. 
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One ne'er eoald, of course, the Gits suspect. 
If we had n't, that evening, chanced to see, 

At the robb'd man's door, a Mars elect, 
With an ass, to keep her company. 

Whosoever of this lost treasure knows. 
Is begg'd to state all facts about it. 

As the owner can't well face his foes, 
Nor^ indeed, just now, his friends^-^thout it, 

And if Sir Clod wUl bring it back. 
Like a trusty Baronet, wise and able, 

Pe shall have a ride on the whitest hack 
That is left in old King George's stable. 



THE MAD TORY AND THE COMET. 

FOUNDED ON A LATE DISTRESSING INCIDENT. 
**Mutantem regna comtUmy — Luean, (■) 

^^ Though all the pet 6iischie£s we count upon, foil. 
Though Cholera, hurricanes, Wellington leave us, 

We 've still in reserve, mighty Comet, thy tail ; — 
Last hope of the Tories, wilt thou too deceive us ? 

(>) Eclipses and comets have been always looked to as great diangers 
of administrations. Thus Milton, speaking of the former : — 

''With fear of change 
Perplexing monarchs.** 
^ ID Statius we find, 
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** No— 't is coming, 't is coming, the avenger is nigh ; 

Heed, heed not, ye placemen, how Herapath flatters ; 
One whisk from that tail, as it passes us by, 

Will settle, at once, all political matters ;— 

^'The East-India Question, the Bank, the Five Powers, 
(Now tum*d into two) with their rigmarole protocols; — 

Ha ! ha ! ye gods, how thb new friend of ours 
Will knock, right and left, all diplomacy's what d' ye calls! 

'^Yes, rather than Whigs at our downfall should mock. 

Meet planets and suns in one general hustle ! 
While, happy in vengeance, we welcome the shodL 

That shall jerk from their places. Grey, Althorp, and Russell." 

Thus spoke a mad Lord, as, with telescope raised^ 

His wild Tory eye on the heavens be set; 
And, though nothing destructive appear'd as he gazed, 

Much hoped that there would^ before Parliament met. 

And still, as odd shapes seem'd to flit through his glass, 
'^ Ha ! there it is now," the poor maniac cries; 

While his fancy with forms but too monstrous, alas, 
From his own Tory zodiac, peoples the skies :^ 

>' Now I spy a ^ig body, good heavens, how big ! 

Whether Bncky or Taurus, I cannot well say ; 
And, yonder, there's Eld— n's old Chancery-wig, 

In its dusty aphelion fast fkding away. 

'^ I see, 'mong those fatuous meteors behind, 

L — nd— nd— ry, in vacuo, flaring about ; — 
While that dun double star, of the nebuVQ\]& Vassal., 

Is the Gerrini, R— den andL— tl— i\,tlq ^'Wjfev* 
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'* Ah, El— li'r— h ! 'foith, I first thought 't was the Comet; 

So like that, in Milton, it made me quite pale : 
The head with the same ^ horrid hair' (>) coming from it, 

And plenty of vapour, but — where is the tail?" 

lust then, up aloft jump'd the gazer, elated— 
For, lo, his bright glass a phenomenon show'd. 

Which he took to be G— b— d; upwards translated. 
Instead of his natural course, C other road ! 

But too awful that sight fbr a spirit so shaken,— 
Down dropped the poor Tory in fits and grimaces, 

Then off to the Bedlam in Charles-street was taken. 
And is now one of Halford's most fevourite cases. 



FROM THE HON. HENRY- 
TO LADY EMMA— -.(•) 

Paris, March 50. 

You bid me explain, my dear angry Ma'amselle, 

How I came thus to bolt without saying farewell ; 

And the truth is,— ^as truth you will have,' my sweet railer,- 

There are two worthy persons I always feel loth 
To take leave of at starting, — my mistress and tailor, — 

As somehow one always has scenes with them both; 
The Snip in ill-humour, the Syren in te9rs. 

She calling on Heaven, and he on the attorney, — 
Till sometines, in short, 'twixt his duns and his dears, 

A young gentleman risks being stopp'd in his journey. 

(i) *' And from his horrid hair 
0) Written at the time o^ \3he\*&\ ^ft»x ct^Kvsn ^^«wv 
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Bat, to come to the point, — though you think, I dare say, 
That 't is debt or the Cholera drives me aw^y^ 
Ton honour you 're wrong; — such a mere bagatelle 

As a pestilence nobody, now-a-days, fears; 
And the £act is, my love, I 'm thus bolting, pell-mell, 

To get out of the way of these horrid new peers ; 
This deluge of coronets, frightful to think of, 
Which England is now, for her sins, on the brink of; 
This coinage of nobles,— coin'd, all of them, badly. 
And sure to bring Counts to a discount m6st sadly. 

Only think, to have Lords overrunning the nation, 

As plenty as frogs in a Dutch inundation ; 

No shelter from Barons, from Earls no protection, 

And tadpole young Lords, too, in every direction,— 

Things created in haste, just to make a Court Ibt of. 

Two legs and a coronet all they consist of! 

The prospect's quite frightful, and what Sir Greorge R— e 

(My particular friend) says is perfectly true. 
That, so dire the alternative, nobody knows, 

'Twixt the Peers and the Pestilence, what he 's to do ; 
And Sir George even doubts,— could he choose his disorder, — 
'Twixt coffin and coronet, which he would order. 

This being the case, why, I thought, my dear Emma, 
'T were best to fight shy of so cursed a dilemma; 
And though I confess myself somewhat a villain, 

To 've left idol mio without an addio^ 
Console your sweet heart, and, a week hence, from Milan 

I '11 send you — some news of Bellini's last trio. 

N. B.— Have just pack'd up my travelling set-out^ 
Things a tourist in Italy can't go mX\\o\iX-* 
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Viz., a pair ganU gras^ from old Hoabigant's shop, 

Good for hands that the air of Mont Genis may chap. 

Small presents for ladies,-^and nothing so wheedles 

The creatures abroad as yonr golden-eyed needles. 

A neat pocket Horace, by which folks are cozen'd 

To think one knows Latin, when — one, perhaps, does n't; 

With some little book about heathen mythology, 

Just large enough to refresh one's theology ; 

Nothing on earth being half such a bore as 

Not knowing the difference 'twixt Virgins and Floras. 

Once more, love, farewell, best regards to the girls^ 

And mind yon beware of damp feet and new Earls. 

^^__^^^^ Henrt. 

*< GoLLioE. — We announced, in our last, that Lefroy and Shaw were 
returned. They were chaired yesterday; the Students of the College 
determined, it would seem, to imitate the mob in all things, harnessing 
themselves to the car, and the Masters of Arts bearing Orange flags aod 
bludgeons before, beside, and behind the car.** 

- Dublin Evening Post, Dec ao. 

Ay, yoke ye to the bigot's car. 
Ye chosen of Alma Mater's scions ;— 

Fleet chargers drew the God of War, 
Great Cybele was drawn by lions. 

And Sylvan Pan, as Poets dream. 

Drove four young panthers in his team. 

Thus, classical L— fr— y, for once, is, 

Thus, studious of a like turn-out, 
He harnesses young sucking dunces, 

To draw him, as their chief, about. 
And let the woT\d a^veXxn^ ««^ 
Of Dulness y oVed lo B\?,oVrj % 
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Showing us how young College hacks 
Can pace with bigots at their backs. 
As though the cubs were horn to draw 
Such luggage as L— fr— y and Sh— w. 

Oh shade of Goldsmith, shade of Swift, 
Bright spirits whom, in days of yore, 
This Queen of Dulness sent adrift. 

As aliens to her foggy shore; (*)— 
Shade of our glorious Grattan, too, 

Whose very name her shame recalls ; 
Whose effigy herl)igot crew 

Reversed upon their monkish walls, («)-r 
Bear witness (lest the world should doubt) 

To your mute Mother's dull renown, 
Once famous but for Wit tum'd auty 
And Eloquence turn'd upside down; 
But now ordain'd new wreaths to wiQf 

Beyond all &me of former days, 
By breaking thus young donkeys in 
To draw M. P/s, amid the brays 
Alike of donkeys and M. A.'s — 
Defying Oxford to surpass 'em 
In this new ^' Gradus ad Pamassum.'' " 

(>) See the lives of these two poets for the.drcumstances under which 
they left Dublin College. 

(*) In the year 1799, the Board of Trinity College, Dublin, thought 
proper, as a mode of expressing their disapprobation of Mr. Grattan's 
public conduct, to order his portrait, in the Great Hall of the Univer- 
tity to be turned upside down, and in this position it remained for some 
time. 



11% iMFLter rephuithd. 

TRANSLATION FROM THE GULL 
LANGUAGE. 

BT DR. BOWRINO. 
ScnptSL maoitL 

T WAS graved on the Stone of Destiny, (*} 
In letters four, and letters three; 
And ne'er did the King of the Gnlls go hy 
But those awfal letters scared his eye; 
For he knew a Prophet Voice had said. 
As long as those words by man were read, 
The ancient race of the Galls ^oald ne'er 
One hoar of peace or plenty share. 
Bat years on years successive flew, 
And the letters still more legible grew.^ 
At top, a T,an H, an E, j 
And ttnteneaOi, D. E. B. T. 

Some thought them Hebrew,— snch as Jews, 
Who deal more in Scrip than Scripture, use ; 
While some surmised 't was an ancient way 
Of keeping accounts (well known in the day 
Of the famed Didlerius Jeremias, 
Who had thereto a wonderful bias). 
And proved, in books most learnedly boring, 
'T was caird the Vontick way of scoring. 

Howe'er this be, there never were yet 
Seven letters of the alphabet, 
That, 'twixt them, form'd so grim a spell, 
Or scared a Land of Gulls so well 

(') Lia£iil, or the Stone oi "DcbXmx^,— V« ni\»s^ %fe^^««asiiiaHAs 
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As did this awful riddle-me-ree 
Of T. H. E. D. E. B. T. 

4 ♦ 4 ♦ ♦ 

Hark !— it is straggling Freedom's cry ; 

"Help, help, ye nations, or I die; 

'T is Freedom's fight, and, on the field 

Where I expire your doom is seal'd." 

The Gull-King hears the awakening call. 

He hath summon'dhis Peers and Patriots all, 

And he asks," Ye noble Gulls, shall we 

Stand basely by at the fall of the Free, 

Nor utter a curse, nor deal a blow ?" 

And they answer, with voice of thunder," No." 

Out fly their flashing swords in the air ! — 
But,— why do they rest suspended there ? 
What sudden blight, what baleful dubn. 
Hath chiird each eye, and check'd each arm? 
Alas, some withering hand hath thrown 
The veil from off that fatal stone, 
And pointing now, with sa(dess finger, 
Showeth where dark those letters linger, — 
Letters four, and letters three, 
T.H.E. D. E.B.T. 

At sight thereof, each lifted brand 

Powerless falls from every hand ; 

In vain the Patriot knits his brow,— 

Even talk, his staple, foils him now. 

In vain the King like a hero treads, 

His Lords of the TreaBun ^^^<^ ^^^^^ \\!^^\ 
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And to all his Ulk of '' br^ye and free,'' 
No answer getteth His Majesty 
But^T.H. E. D.EB.T." 

In short the whole Gull nation feels 
They 're foirly spell4M>and neck and heels; 
And so, in face of the laughing worlds 
Must e'en sit down, with banners furl'd. 
Adjourning all their dreams sublime 
Of glory and war to — some other time. 



f 



NOTIONS ON REFORM. 

BT A MODERN REFORMER. 

Op all the misfortunes as yet brought to pass 
By this comet- like Bill, with its long tail of speeches, 

The saddest and worst is the schism which alas ! 
It has caused between W—th—r^Fs waistcoat and breeches 

Some symptoms of this Anti-Union propensity 

Had oft broken out in that quarter before; 
But the breach, since the Bill, hasattain*d such immensity, 

Daniel himself could have scarce wish'd it more. 

Oh ! haste to repair it, ye friends of good order. 
Ye Atw— ds and W—nns, ere the moment is past ; 

Who can doubt that we tread upon Anarchy's border. 
When the ties that should hold men are loosening so fest? 

Male W— th— r— 1 yield to "some sort of Reform," 
(As we all must, God help us ! with very wry feces ; ) 

And loud as he likes let him bluster and storm 
About CorporaleKigVils, so WW ^>i ^^\\»^^5»&* 
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Or, if those he now sports have been long in possession, 
And, like his own borough, are worse for the wear, 

Advise him, at least, as a prudent concession 
To intellect's progress, to buy a new pair. 

Oh! who that e'er saw him when vocal he stands, 
With a look something midway 'twixt Filch's and Loddt's, 

Wlule still, to inspire him, his deeply-thrust hands 
Keq> jingling the rhino in both breeches-pockets— 

Who that ever has listen'd, through groan and through cough, 
To the speeches inspired by this music of pence,— 

But must grieve that there 's anything Uke falling off 
In that great nether source of his wit and his sense? 

Who that knows how he look'd when, with grace debonair, 
He began first tocourt^rather late in the season— 

Or when, less faistidious, he sat in the chair 
Of his old.friend, the Nottingham Goddess of Reason; (■) 

That Goddess, whose borough-like vurtne attracted 
All mongers m both wares to proffer theur love; 

Whose chair like the stool of the Pythoness acted. 
As W— th— r— I's rants, ever since, go to prove ; (•) 

(>) It will be recollected that the learned gentleman himself boaitedfT 
one night, in the House of Commons, of having sat in the very chair 
which this allegorical lady had occupied. 

(*) Lucan's description of the effects of the tripod on the appearance 
and voice of the sitter, shows that the symptoms are at least, very si- 
milar : 

Spumea tunc primum rabies vesana per ora 

Effluit 

tone moBstos vas^ tMatoa m «Di^an&< 



Whoj in abort, would not grieYe, if amanof his graces 
Should go on rejecting, unwam'd by the past, 

The'' moderate Reform'' of a pair of new braces, 
Till, some day,-*-he all &lls to pieces at last. 



TORY PLEDGES. 



I PLEDGE myself, through thick and thin, 
To labour still, with zeal devout. 

To get the Outs, poor devils, in. 
And turn the Ins, the wretches, out. 

I pledge myself, though much bereft 
Of ways and means of ruling ill. 

To make the most of what are left. 
And stick to all that 's rotten still. 

Though gone the days of place and pelf. 
And drones no more take all the h(mey , 

I pledge myself to cram myself 
With all I can of public money. 

To quarter on that social purse 
My nephews, nieces, sisters, brothers, 

Nor, so we prosper, care a curse 
How much 't i& at the expense of others. 

I pledge myself, whenever Right 
And Might on any point divide. 

Not to ask which is black or white. 
But take, al ono^) ti)hft ^uoits^i^ ^\^^. 



TRIFLES, REPRIIVTED. 119 

For instaBGe, in all Tithe discassions, 

I 'm for the Reverend encroachers :— 
I loathe the Poles, applaud the Ru^ians,— 

Am for the Squires, against the Poachers. 

Betwixt the Corn -Lords and the Poor 

I've not the slightest hesitation,— 
The People must be starved, t' insure 

The Land its due remuneration. 

I pledge myself to be no more 

With Ireland's wrongs beprosed or shamm'd,— 
I vote her grievances a bore, 

So she may suffer and be d— ^. 

Or if she kick, let it console us, 

We still have plenty of red coats, 
To cram the Church, that general bolus, 

Down any given amountjpf throats. 

I dearly love the Frankfort Diet,— 

Think newspapers the worst of crimes ; 
And would, to give some chance of quiet. 

Hang all the writers of The Times ^ 

Break all their correspondents' bones, 

All authors of. Reply," " Rejoinder," 
From the Anti-Tory, Colonel J— es. 

To the Anti-Suttee, Mr. P— ynd— r. 

Such are the Pledges I propose; 

And though I can't now offer gold. 
There's many a way of buying those 

W2io 've bat the taste forbeVa^ «i^. 
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So here 's, with three times three harrahff, 
A toast, of which you '11 not complain,— 

'^ Long life to jobbing; may the days 
Of peculation shine again !" 



. ST. JEROME ON EARTH. 

FIRST VISIT. 

As St. Jerome, who died some ages ago, 
Was stting, one day, in the shades below, 
^^ r ve heard much of English bishops," quoth he, 
'^ And shall take a trip up to earth, to see 
How far they agree, in their lives and ways, 
With our good old bishops of ancient days. 



» 



He had learn'd— but leamM without misgivings— 
Their love for good living, and eke good livings; 
Not knowing (as ne'et having taken degrees) 
That good living means claret and fricassees, 
While its plural means simply — ^pluralities. 
^^ From all I hear, " said the innocent man, 
'^ They are quite on the good old primitive plan. 
For wealth and pomp they little can care. 
As they all say ^ no' to the Episcopal chair; 
And their vestal virtue it well denotes 
That they all, good men, wear petticoats." 
Thus saying, post-haste to earth he hurries, 
And knocks at the Archbishop of Canterbury's. 
The door was oped by a lackey in lace. 
Saying, '* What 's your business with his Grace?" 
'^His Grace!" quoth Jerome-*for posed was he. 
Not knowing ^>iaX %or\ ^Qe^ Qk\^^ ^>a&sl he ^ 
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Whether Grace preventing, Grace particular, 
Grace of that breed called Quinquarticular {*)— 
In short, he rumiDaged liis holy mind, 
The exact description of Grace to find, 
Which thus could represented be 
By a footman in full livery ! 
At last, out loud in a laugh he broke 
(For dearly the good saint loved his joke), (*) 
And said— surveying, as sly he spoke. 
The costly palace from roof to base — 
Well, it isn't, at least, a saving Grace! " 



u 



*^ Umph ! " said the lackey, a man of few words, 
^' The Archbishop is gone to the House of Lords." 
^' To the House of the Lord, you mean, my son. 
For, in my time, at least, there was but one; 
Unless such many-fold priests as these 
Seek, ev'n in tlieir Lord, pluralities ! " (') 
^' No time for gab," quoth the man in lace : 
Then, slamming the door in St. Jerome's face. 
With a curse to the single knockers all. 
Went to finish his port in the servants' hall. 
And propose a toast (humanely meant 
To include even Curates in its extent) 
^^ To all as serves the Establishment. " 

( > ) So called from the proceedings of the Synod of Dort. 
(*) Witness his well-known pun on the name of his adversary, Yigi- 
Qtius, whom he calls facetiously Dormitantius. 
(3) The suspicion attached to some of the early Fathers of beiug 
rians in their doctrine would appear to derive some confirmation 
)m this passage. 
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ST. JEROME ON EARTH. 

SKCOND VISIT. 

'^ This much I dan say, Aat, sinee lording and ioiteivig hath rome 
up, preadiiog hath come down, contrary to the Apostles^ times. For 
they preadied and lorded not : and now they hrd and preach not ... . 
Ever since the Prelates were made Lords and Nobles, the ploagfa 
standeth; there is no work done, the peopk starve." — Latimer, Sermon 
of the Plough. 

'' Ongb more," said Jerome, '* 1 11 nm up and see 

How the Church goes on, "—and offset he. 

Jost then the paeket-boat, which trades 

Betwixt oar planet and the Shades^ 

Had arrived below, with a freight so queer, 

'* My eyes ! ** said Jerome, " what have we here ? "— 

For he saw, when nearer he explored, 

They 'd a cargo of Bishops' wigs aboard. 

'*They are ghosts of wigs." said Charon, "all, 

Once worn by nobs Episcopal. 

For fdks on earth, when they 've got a store 

Of things like these they want no more, 

Oft send them down, as gifts, you know, 

To a certain Gentleman here below. ** 



''A sign of the times, I plainly see," 
Said the Saint to hinoseif as, poadering, he 
Sail'd off in the deatli-boat gallantly. 

Arrived on earth, quoth he, "" no more 
I'll affect a body, as before; 
For I think 1 ' d besl, m V\v^ t^m^auy 
Of Spivitual Lords, a sv«\V\ife, 
And glide, imsectv Jtotu See v«i^:' 
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But oh ! to tell what scenes he saw,-^ 
. It was more than Rabelais' pen could draw. 
For instance, he found Ex— t^r, 
Soul, body, inkstand, all in a sthr. — 
For love of God? for sake of King? 
For good of people ?— no such thing ; 
But to get for himself, by some new trick, 
A shove to a better bishoprick. 

He found that pious soul, Van M — Id— t, 

Much with his money-bags bewilder'd; 

Snubbing the Clerks of the Diocess, (*) 

Because the rogues showed restlessness 

At having too little cash to touch. 

While he fo Christianly hears too much. 

He found Old Sarum'stvitsas gone 

As his own beloved text in John, {*)— 

Text he hath prosed so long upon. 

That 't is thought when ask'd, at the gatse of heaven. 

His name, he Ml answer " John v. 7." 

** But enougii of Bishops I 've had to-day," 

Said the weary Saint,— '* I must away. 

Though I own I should like, before I go, 

To see, for once (as I 'm ask'd below 

If really suciiodd sights exist), 

A regular six-fold Pluralist. " 

Just then he heard a general cry 

" There's Doctor Hodgson galloping by ! " 

(*) See the Bishop's Letter to Clergy of his Diocese. 
(*) John, T. 7. A text which, though long given up by all the 
it of fhe orthodox world, is still peT\ATi3LC\ow^^ ^^'^'^^ V^\s^ "^a^* 
bt Reverend scholar. 
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" Ay, that 's the man," says the Saint, "to follow," 

And off he sets, with a loud yiew-hollo. 

At Hodgson's heels, to catch, if he can, 

A glimpse of this singular plural man. 

But,— talk of Sir Boyle Roche's bird ! («) 

To compare him with Hodgson is absurd. 

" Which way. Sir, pray is the Doctor gone ?"— 

" He is now at his liying at Hillingdon." 

" No no, — you 're out, by many a mile. 

He 's away at his Deanery, in Carlisle."— 

" Pardon me. Sir ; but I understand 

He 's gone to his living in Cumberland."— 

" God bless me, no,— he can't be there ; 

You must try St. George's, Hanoyer-square. " 

Thus all in vain the Saint inquired. 

From living to living, mock'd and tired ; — 

'T was Hodgson here, 't was Hodgson there, 

'T was Hodgson nowhere, everywhere ; 

Till, fairly beat, the Saint gave o'er, 

And flitted away to the Stygian shore, 

To astonish the natives under ground 

With tlie comical things he on earth had found. 



THE CONSULTATION- 

" When they do agree, their unanimity is wonderful. — " The Critic. 

Sce^ie discovers Dr. Whig and Dr. Tory in consultation. Patient 

on the floor between tliem. 

Dr. IF^ig.— This wild Irish patient does pester me so. 
That what to do wUYi Mm, I'm exw^x \C I know. 

(') It was a saying oi the N^eWk-uoNm ^vc "ftw^X^, ^%\ ^'^ ^ ibmbl \j8^ 
ijot he in two places at once, \m\ess\i^vi^&;^\«^r 
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I 've promised him anodynes 

Dr. Tory, Anodynes!— Stuff. 

Tie him down— gag him well— he '11 be tranquil enough. 
That 's my mode of practice. 

Dr. Whig. True, quite in your line, 

But unluckily not much, till lately, in mine. 
'T is so painful 

Dr. Tory.— Pooh, nonsense — ask Ude how he feels, 
When, for Epicure feasts, he prepares his live eels. 
By flinging them in, 'twixt the bars of the fire. 
And letting them wriggle on there till they tire. 
He, too, says " 't is painful "— " quite makes his heart bleed "— 
But *• your eels are a vile oleaginous breed. "— 
He would &in use them gently, but Cookery says ^' No," 
And-r-in short— eels were 6oru to be treated just so. («) 
'T is the same with these Irish, — who ^re odder fish still, — 
Your tender Whig heart shrinks from using them ill; 
I, myself, in my youth, ere I came to get wise, 
Used, at some operations, to blush to the eyes; — 
But, in fact, my dear brother,— if I may make bold 
To style you, asPeachum did Lockit, of old,— 
We, Doctors, must act with the firmness of Ude, 
And, indifferent, like him, — so the fish is hut stew'd, — 
Must torture live Pats for the general good. 

{Here patient groans and kicks a little.) 

Dr. Whig. — But what, if one's patient's so devilish perverse, 
That he won't be thus tortured ? 

Dr. Tory. Coerce, Sir, coerce. 

(') This eminent artist, in the second edition of the work wherein he 
propounds this mode of purifying his eels, professes himself much con- 
cerned at the charge of inhumanity brought against hi8^ractLCi&^ h\&!L%tiL\l 

begs leave respectfully to repeat thai \l is Viife a«\^ ^\a^«\asA^^^'^ 

paring eels for the lable. 
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You 're a juvenile performer, but onoe yon be^n, 
You canH think how fast yon may train your hand in : 
And (smiHng) who knows but o)d Tory may take to the shelf, 
Wiih the comfort that, while he retires or his pelf, 
He 's succeeded by one just as — bod as himself? 
Dr, Whig {looking /Tattered ).•— Why, to tell you the troth, 
I 've a small matter here, 
Which you lielp'd ne to make for my patient last year,— 

( Goes to a cupboard amd brings aid a straih 
wtnsicoat and gag,) 
And such rest I 've enjoy'd from his raving, since then, 
That I 've made up my mind he shall wear it again. 
Dr, Tory {embracittg ftim).— Oh, charmmg!— My dear 
Doctor Whig, you 're a treasure, 
Neil to torturing, myself, to help you is a pleasure. 

{Assisting Dr, Whig,) 
Give nie leave— I 've some practice in these mad machines; 
There— tighter— the gag in the moi.th, by all means. 
Delightful ! — all 's snug — not a squeak need you fear, — 
You may now put your anodynes off till next year. 

{Scene closer.) 

TO THE REV. CH— RL— S OV— RT ~ N, 

CURATE OP ROMALDKIRK. 
( See Edinburgh Rewev^, N" 1x7.) 

Sweet singer of Romnldkirk, thou who artreckon'd, 
By critics Episcopal, David the Second. (») 

(•) " Tour Lordship, " says Mr. Ov— rt— n, in the Dedication of his 

Poem to the Bishop of Chester, '< has kindly expressed your persuasioD 

thai my * Muse will always be a M.u&e ol ^Q.t«,\ ^^'^^ «svd that it will bt 

tuned as David's wa^* 



t » 
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If thus, as a Curate, so lofty your flight, 
Only thiok, in a Rectory, how you would write ! 
Once fairly inspired by the " Tithe-crown'd Apollo," 
(Who beats, I confess it, our lay Phoebus hollow. 
Having gotten, besides the old Nine's inspiration. 
The Tenth of all eatable things in creation), 
There 's nothing, in fact, that a poet like you, 
So be-nivied and he-tenth'd, could n't easily do. 

Round the lips of the sweet-tongued Athenian, (') they say, 

While yet but a babe in his cradle he lay, 

Wild honey-bees swarm'd, as a presage to tell 

Of the sweet-flowing words that thence afterwards fell. 

Just so round our Ov-rt-n's cradle, no doubt, 

Tenth ducklings and chicks were seen flitting about; 

Goose embryos, waiting their doom'd decimation, 

Game, shadowing forth his adult destination. 

And small sucking tithe-pigs, in musical droves, 

Announced the Church poet whom Chester approves. 

Oh Horace, when thou, in thy vimon of yore, 

Didst dream that a snowy-white plumage came o'er 

Thy etherealized limbs, stealing downily on, 

Till, by Fancy's strong spell, thou wert tum'd to a swan, (*) ^ 

Little thonght'st thou such fate could a poet befall, 

W ithout any effort of fancy, at all ; 

Little thought'st thou the world would in Ov-rt-n find 

A bird, ready-made, somewhat different in kind. 

But as perfect as Michaelmas' self could produce. 

By gods yclept anser, by mortals a goose. 

(') SoplKMdes. 

(*) album mutor in alitem 

Per d\%\\os,Yi»\iv«.TQiw^\^^^^^«- I 
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SCENE FROM A PLAY, ACTED AT OXFORD, CALLED 

" MATRICULATION." 

[Boy discovered at a iaMe, with the Thirty-Nine Articles 
before him.— Enter the Rt. Rev. Doctor Ph — Up— ts.] 

Doctor P.— There, my lad, lie the Articles— (Boy begins to 
count them) just Ihirty-nine— 
No occasion to count— you 've now only to sign. 
At Cambridge, where folks are less High-Church than we. 
The whole Nine-and-Thirty are lump'd into Three. 
Let's run o'er the items ;— there 's Justification, 
Predestmation, and Supererogation,— 
Not forgetting Salvation and Creed Athanasian, 
Till we reach, at last, Queen Bess's Ratification. 
That's sufficient— now, sign— having read quite enough, 
You '^ believe in the full and true meaning thereof?'' 

(Boy stares). 
Oh, a mere form of words, to make things smooth and brief,— 
A commodious and short make-believe of belief. 
Which our Church has drawn up, in a form thus articular, 
To keep out, in general, all who 're particular. 
But what 's the boy doing ? what ! reading all through. 
And my luncheon fast cooling !— this never will do. 

Boy (poring over the Articles), — Here are points whidi— 
pray, Doctor, what 's " Grace of Congruity ?" 

Doctor P, (sharply).— Yoa '11 find out, young Sir, when 
you 've more ingenuity. 
At present, by signing, you pledge yourself merely, 
Whate 'er it may be, to believe it sincerely. 
Both in dining and signing we take the same plan, — 
^''•s^ to swallow all do\vn, Wvtu ^\^^^\.— ;i&^^ ^^\v. 
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Boy {still reading),— I '\e to gulp, I see, St. Athanasius's 
Creed, 

Which, I 'm told, is a very lough morsel, indeed; 

As he damns- 
Doctor P. (aside).— Ay, and so would I, willingly, too, 

All confounded particular young boobies, like you. 

This comes of Reforming !— all 's o'er with our land, 

When people won't stand what they can't understand ; 

Nor perceive that our ever-revered Thirty-Nine 

Were made, not for men to believe, but to sign. 

Exit Doctor P, in a passion. 



LATE TITHE CASE. 

" Sic vos non vobis." 

*^ The Vicar of B — mh — m desires me to state that, in consequence 
of the passing of a recent Act of Parliament, he is compelled to adopt 
measures which may by some be considered harsh or precipitate ; but, 
in duty to what he owes to his successors, he feels bound to preserve the 
rights of the vicarage." — Letter from Mr, S, Powell^ August 6. 

No, not, for yourselves, ye reverend men. 

Do you take one pig in every ten, 

But for Holy Church's future heirs, 

Who 've an abstract right to that pig, as theirs ; — 

The law supposing that such heirs male 

Are already seized of the pig, in taU. 

No, wot for himself hath B—mh—m's priest 

His " well-beloved" of their pennies fleeced : 

But it is that, before his prescient eyes. 

All future Vicars of B— mh— m rise. 

With their embryo daughters, nephews, nieces. 

And 't 18 for them the poor \\ft iV^e^^. 
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He heareth their voices, ages henoe. 

Saying " Take the pig "— " oh take the pence; " 

The cries of little Vicarial (tears, 

The unborn B — mh — mites, reach his ears ; 

And, did he resist that soft appeal, 

He would not like a tme-bom Vicar feel. 

Thou, too, L— ndy of L—ck— ngt— n ! 

A Rector true, if e'er there was one, 

Who, for sake of the L — ndies of coming ages, 

Gripest the tenths of labourers' wages. (*) 

'T is true, in the pockets of thy small-clothes 

The claimM ^* obvenlion" (») of four-pence goes ; 

But its abstract spirit, anconfined, 

Spreads to all future Rector-kind, 

Warning them all to their rights to wake, 

And rather to face the block, the stake, 

Than give up their darling right to take, 

{ One grain of musk, it is said, perfumes 

( So subtle its spirit) a thousand rooms, 
And a single four-pence, pocketed well. 
Through a thonsanl rectors' lives will tell. 
Then stiil continue, ye reverend souls, 
And still, as your rich Pactolus rolls, 

(i) Fourteen agricultural labourers (one of whom received so little as 
six guineas for yearly wages, one eight, oae nine, another ten guineas, 
and the best- paid c^ the whole not more than i8/. annually) were all, 
in the course of the autumn of i832, served with demands of tithe at 
the rate of 4rf. in the x/. sterling, on behalf of the Ecv. F. L — dy, Rector 

of ," etc. etc. — The Times, August i833. 

^ (') One of the varioua ^enwnX letisA \md« which oblatioiia, tithes, 
are comprised. 
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Grasp every penny, on every side, 
From every wretch, to swell its tide : 
Remembering still what the Law lays down, 
In that pare poetic style of its own, 
^' If the parson in esse submits to loss, he 
Inflicts tlie same on the parson in posse, " 



FOOLS' PARADISE. 

DREAM THE FIRST. 

I HAVE been, like Puck, I have been, in a trice. 
To a realm they call Fools' Paradise, 
Lying N. N. E. of the Land of Sense, 
And seldom bless'd with a glimmer thence. 
Bat they want it not in this happy place, 
Where a light of its own gilds every face; 
Or, if some wear a shadowy brow, 
'T is the wishio look wise,— not knowing how. 
Self-glory glistens o'er all that 's there, 
The trees, the flowers have a jaanty air; 
The well-bred wind in a whisper blows, 
The snow, if it snows, is couleur de rose, 
The falling founts in a titter fall, 
And the sun looks simpering down on all. 

Oh, 't is n't in tongue or pen to trace 
The scenes I saw in that joyous place. 
There were Lords and Ladies sitting together, 
In converse sweet, ^' What charming weather ! 
You '11 all rejoice to hear, I 'm sure, 
Lord Charles has got a good sinecure; 
And the Premier says, m^ ^QKnv^efl^\sc^^^x > 
(Him in the Guards) shaWba'iewQfi^^x* 
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Is n't this very, very gallant ! — 
As for my poor old virgin aont, ■ 
Who has lost her all, poor thing, at whist. 
We most qnarter her on the Pension list." 
Thos smoothly time in that Eden roU'd ; 
It seem'd like an Age of real gold, 
Where all who liked might have a slice, 
So rich was that Fools' Paradise. 

Bot the sport at wliich most lime they spent. 

Was a pappets-how, called Parliament, 

Perform'd by wooden Ciceros, 

As large as life, who stood to prose. 

While, hid behind them, lords and squires. 

Who own'd the poppets, pull'd the wires ; 

And thoaght it the very best device 

Of that most prosperous Paradise, 

To make the vulgar pay through the nose 

For them and their wooden Ciceros. 

And many more such things I saw 
In this Eden of Church, and State, and Law ; 
Nor e'er were known such pleasant folk 
As those who had the best of the joke. 
There were Irish Rectors, such as resort 
To Cheltenham yearly, to drink—port. 
And bumper, '' Long may the Church endure, 
AYhere the cure of souls is a sinecure. 
And a score of Parsons to every soul 
Is a fair allowance on the whole. " 
There were Heads of Colleges, lying about. 
From which the sense had all run out, 
^ Ey'n to the lowest c\afis\c \e«»> 

Tiil nothing was left b\iX quaa\Uies\ 
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Which made them heads most fit to be 
Sinck up on a University, 
Which yearly hatches, in its schools, 
Such flights of young Elysian fools. 

Thus all went on, so snug and nice, 
In this happiest possible Paradise. 
But it was but too plain to see, alas. 
That a downfall soon must come to pass. 
For grief is a lot the good and wise 
Don't quite so much monopolize. 
But that C^ lapt in Elysium" as they are) 
Even blessed fools must have their share. 
And so it happen'd:— but what befell, 
In Dream the Second I mean to tell. 



THE RECTOR AND HIS CURATE; 

OR, ONE POUND TWO. 

** I trast we shall part, as we met, in peace and charity. My last 
payment to you paid your salary up to the 1st of this month. Since 
that, I owe you for one month, which being a long month, of thirty-one 
days, amounts, as near as I can calculate, to six pounds eight shillings* 
My Steward returns you as a debtor to the amount of sbtsr pouitds 
TEN THiLLmGs FOR coN-ACRs GRouiTD, which leavcs some trifling ba- 
lance in my favour.** — Letter of Dismissal from the Rev, Marcus Beres- 
ford to his Curate ^ the Rev. T. A, Lyons, 

The account is balanced— -the bill drawn out,— 
The debit and credit all right, no doubt— 
The Rector, rolling in Nve9\V)ci ^iv^%\a\fc^ 
Owes to his Curate six poutkdi^^'^V^ 
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The Curate, that least well-fed of men, 
Owes 10 his Rector seyen pounds ten, 
Which maketh the balanee dearly due 
From Curate to Rector, oat pound two. 

Ah balance, on earth unfair, uneven! 
But sure to be all set right in heaven, 
Where bills like these will be check'd, someday, 
And the balance settled the other way : 
Were Lyons the curate's hard-wrung sum 
Will back to his shade with interest come; 
And Marcus, the rector, deep may rue 
This tot, in his fevour, of one pound two. 



PADDY'S IVIETAMORPHOSIS. 

About fifly years since, in the days of our daddies, 
That plan was commenced which the wise now applaud. 

Of shipping off Ireland's most turbulent Paddies, 
As good raw material for settlers abroad. 

Some West-India island, whose name I forget, 
Was the region then chosen for this scheme so romantic , 

And such the success the first colony met. 
That a second, soon after, set sail o'er the A tlantic. 

Behold them now safe at the lon^^-lookM-for shore, 
Sailing in between banks that the Shannon might greet, 

And thinking of friends whom, but two years before, 
They had sorrow'd to lose, but would soon again meet. 

And, hark, from the shore, ^^\«A.^^^^vs«. >^«t^<»jK«— 
' ' A rrah, Paddy from CotVl, *\s Vv >j^vl, wj «^^v\#s^T 
While Pat stood astounded, vo\i^^t\vv^«w£vmm^ 
Thus hail'd by b\acVLdeVx\^,^Vv^^^V^^^^^^^^^^' 
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Can it possibly be?— half amazement— half doubt, 
Pat listens again— rubs his eyes and looks steady ; 

Then heaves a deep sigh, and in horror yells out, 
'' Good Lord ! only think, — black and curly already !" 

Deceived by that well-mimick'd brogue in his ears, 
Pat read liis own doom in these wool-headed figures, 

And thought, what a climate, in less than two years, 
To turn a whole cargo of Pats into niggers ! 

MORAL. 

'T is ihus,— but alas! by a marvel more true 
Than is told in this rival of Ovid's best stories,— 

Your Whigs, whon in office a short year or two, 
By a lusus haturce, all turn into Tories. 

A nd thus, when I hear them^^ strong measures' ' advise. 
Ere the seats that they sit on have time to get steady, 

I say, wliile I listen, with tears in my eyes, 
'' Good Lord ! only think,— black and curly already !" 



COCKER, ON CHURCH REFORM. 

FOUNDED UPON 80MB LATE CALCULATIONS. 

Fine figures of speech let your orators follow. 

Old Cocker has figures that beat them all hollow. 

Though famed for his rules Aristotle maybe, 

In but half of this Sage any merit I see. 

For, as honest Joe Hume says, the '* tottle** (0 for me ! 

(*) The total, — so pronounced ^^ l\i\i\xA>MXxvi>» %«o.^^^ 
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As for instance, — while others discuss and debate, — 

It is thus aboat Bishops / ratiocinate : 

In England, where, spite of the infidel's laughter, 

'T is certain our souls are look'd very well after, 

Two Bishops can well (if judiciously sunder'd) 

Of parishes manage two thousand two hundred, — 

Said number of parishes, under said teachers. 

Containing three millions of Protestant creatures, — 

So that each of said Bishops full ably controls 

Just one million five hundred thousands of souls. 

And now comes old Cocker. In Ireland we 're told, 

Halfdi million mcludes the whole Protestant fold; 

Therefore, if, for three millions of souls, 't is conceded 

Two proper-sized Bishops are all that is needed, 

'T is plam, fbr the Irish half million who want 'em, 

One thirdjofone Bishop is just the right quantum. 

And thus, by old Cocker's sublime Rule of Three, 

The Irish Church question 's resolved to a T ; 

Keeping always that excellent maxim m view. 

That, in saving men's souls, we must save money too. 

Nay, if,— as St. Roden complains is the case, — 

The half million of soul is decreasing apace, 

The demand, too, for bishop will also fall off, 

Till the tithe of one, taken in kind, be enough. 

But, as fractions imply that we 'd have to dissect, 

And to cutting up Bishops I strongly object, 

We've a small fractious prelate whom well we could spare, 

Who has just the same decimal worth , to a hair ; 

And, not to leave Ireland too much in the lurch, 

We '11 let her have Ex— t— r, sole, (*) as her Church. 
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LES HOMMES AUTOiMATES. 

^'We are persuaded that this our artificial man will not only walk 
and speak, and perform most of the outward functions of animal life, 
but (being wound up once a-week) will perhaps reason as well as most 
of your country parsons." — Memoirs oJMartinus Scribl erusy chap, xii.- 

It being an object now to meet 

With Parsons that don't want to eat, 

Fit men to fill those Irish rectories 

Which soon will have but scant refectories^ 

It has been suggested,— lest that Church 

Should, all at once be left in the lurch, 

For want of reverend men endued 

With this gift of ne'er requiring food,— 

To try, by way of experiment, whether 

There could n't be made, of wood and leather, (') 

(Ilowe'er the notion may sound chimerical,) 

Jointed figures, not lay^ but clerical, (*) 

Which, wound up carefully once a-week. 

Might just like parsons look and speak. 

Nay even, if requisite, reason too 

As well as most Irish parsons do. 

The expriment having succeeded quite, 
(Whereat those Lords must much delight, 

(i) The materials of which those Nuremberg Savans, mentioned by 
Scriblerus, constructed their artificial man. 

{*) The wooden models usedb^ paVnXec^ «sfe^\\.\& >«^VaRsw!^%^^^^^ 
^lay Bgures.*' 
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Who Ve shown, hy stopping the Church's food, 

They think 't is not fbr her spiritual good 

To be served by parsons of flesh and blood), 

The Patentees of tliis new inTeolioo 

Beg leave respectfully to mention^ 

They now are enabled to produce 

A large siippfy, for present ose. 

Of lliese reverend pieces of machinery, 

Ready for vicarage, rectory, deanery. 

Or any such-like post of skill 

That W00.1 and leather are fit to fill. 

N.B. —In places addicted to arson, 

We can't recommend a wooden parson : 

But, if (he Church any such appoints, 

They'd better, at least, have iron joints. 

In parts, not much by Protestants haunted, 

A figure to look at 's all that 's wanted— 

A block iu black, to eat and sleep, 

Which (now that the eating 's o'er) comes cheap. 

P.S.— Should the Lords, by way of a treat, 
Premit the clergy again to eat, 
The Church will, of course, no longer need 
Imitation -parsons (hat never feed. 
And these creatures of ours, broke up, will sell 
For secular purposes just as well— 
Our Beresfords, turn'd to bludgeons stout, 
May, 'stead of beating their own about. 
Be knocking the brains of Papists out^ 
While our smoolVv O'SwUysslus^ by all means, 
^iiould transmigraVe *mVo \uTn\w^-Toa«3w«v^« 
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HOW TO MAKE ONESELF A PEER, 

ACCORDING TO THE NEWEST RECEIPT, AS DISCLOSED IN A 

LATE HERALDIC WORK. 

Choose some title that 's dorinaiit— the Peerage hath many- 
Lord Baron of Shamdos sounds nobly as JDy. 
Next, catdi a dead cousin of said defunct Peer, 
And marry him, off hand, in some given year, 
To the daughter of somebody,— -no matter who,— 
Fig, the grocer himself, if you 're hard run, will do; 
For, the Medici pills still iu heraldry tell. 
And why shouldn't lollypops quarter as well? 
Thus, having your couple,— and one a lord's cousin,-^- 
Young materials for peers may be had by the dozen; 
And 't is hard if, inventing each small mother's-son of 'em, 
You can't somehow manage to prove yourself one of 'em. 
Should registers, deeds, and such matters refractory 
Stand in the way of this lord-manufiictory, 
I 've merely to hint, as a secret auricular, 
One grand rule of enterprise,— don't be particular. 
A man who once takes such a jump at nobility 
Must not mince the matter, like folks of nihility, (<) 
But clear thick and thm with tme lordly agility. 

'T is true, to a would-be descendant from Kings, 
Parish-registers sometimes are troublesome things; 
As oft, when the vision is near brought about, 
Some goblin, in shape of a grocer, grins out; 
Or some barber, perhaps, with my Lord mingles bloods. 
And one's patent of peerage is left in the suds. 

(') *'Thi5 we call pure nihiViQ, oTmctei»>JbMi^r — W«»*' * ^^^ 



l^^O N TRIFLES. REPRIIITED. 

i 

But there af^ Ways^when folks are resolved to be lords^ 

Of exporting ev'n troublesome parish records. 

AVhat think ye of scissors? depend on 't no heir 

Of a ShamdM should go nnsupplied with a piir, 

As, whatever else the laaru'd in such lore may^ invent^ 

Your scissors does wonders in proving descent. 

Yes, poets may sing of those terrible shears 

With which Atropos snips off both bumpkins and peers, 

But they 're nought to that weapon which shines in the hands 

Of soine would4)e-Patrician, when proudly he Uluds 

O'er the careless churchwarden's baptismal array, 

And sweeps at each cut generations away. — 

By some babe of old times is his peerage resisted? 

One snip,— and tiie urchin hath never existed ! 

Does some marriage, in days near the Flood, interfere 

With his one sublime object of being a Peer? 

Quick, the shears at once nullify bridegroom and bride, — 

No such people have ever lired, married, or died ! 

Such the newest reoei|it for those high-minded elves. 
Who 've a fancy for making great lords of tliemselves. 
Follow this, young aspirer, who pant'st for a peerage, 
Take S— m for thy model and B— z for thy steerage. 
Do all and much worse than old Nicholas Flam does, 
And— ir^o knows but you '11 be Lord Baron of Shamdos? 



THE END. 






,' If 

i - 1;| 

' ! 

I 



I /I 



■i;: 

I 

I 

!!' 

■i 

. ^1 



' »-'J 



1 



I Ih 



*v\ 



ii 

■1 
■1 



4 

■i 

I 

J* 

.1 






